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YOUNG WILD WEST AT LONESOME LICKS 


oR, 


The Phantom of Pilgrim’s Pass 


BY AN OLD SCOUT. 


CHAPTER I. 
THE PHANTOM IN THE DARK PASS. 


It was a dark, stormy night in early summer. 

The wind made a sound like a dismal wail as it blew 
through the clustering branches of the pines, and the rain 
came down steadily. j 

Such a storm in Southwestern Colorado was not exactly 
what might be called common at that season of the year, 
and a party of belated travellers, who had been looking 
for a place of shelter ever since the storm broke, just be- 
fore six o’clock in the evening, were wishing that it had 
waited a little longer. 

The party was composed of eight persons, three of 
whom were females, and one might have thought it 
strange that the latter should be in that wild part of the 
country, much les* on a dark, stormy night. 

But when we say that the head of the party was Young 
Wild West, the recognized Champion Deadshot cf the 
West, it will be readily understood why they were there. 

Young Wild West was not only the champion deadshot 
of the West, but was noted throughout that region as the 
most daring boy hero that ever rode in the saddle or han- 
dled a rifle. 

Though but a boy, he had attained his full growth, and 
his broad shoulders and athletic form showed plainly that 
he was a foe fit to fight the most powerful of villainous 
men who infested that part of the country at the time of 
which we write, 

Loved by all honest people and feared by the lawless, 
Young Wild West had made a name for himself that few 
have ever attained. 

His strict adherence to the right, no matter what the 
cost might be, and his willingness to help those in need, 
had served to make him a perfect model of emulation. 


The dashing young deadshot, who was very often called 
the Prince of the Saddle, because of his wonderful ability 
to ride and break the wildest and most vicious horses, was 
on his way to Denver, from Tucson, Arizona, as we find 
him on this dark and stormy night. 

yith him were his boy chum, Jim Dart; Cheyenne 
Charlie, the famous scout and Indian fighter; Arietta 
Murdock, his charming girl-sweetheart; Anna, the wife 
of the scout; Eloise Gardner, Jim Dart’s sweetheart, and 
two Chinese servants, named Hop Wah and Wing Wah. 

They had struck a part of the mountains that they 
were entirely unacquainted with that afternoon, and when 
they found the storm was coming up they began looking 
for a cave, or some other suitable spot to pass the night in. 

But none could they find, and once or twice they were 
tempted to camp under the pines and wait until morning 
before proceeding further. 

But our hero had: finally decided to keep on, and when 
darkness came it fell so thick that they were forced to 
continue on their way in search of some sheltering spot. 

The wind was blowing so hard that it would be almost 
impossible to erect the two tents the two pack horses car- 
ried. 

But they were going down a slope as we find them, 
and Young Wild West and his partners were pretty sure 
that they would find some place under the lee of a cliff 
before very long. 

The girls, as the three females of the party were called 
by their escorts—though Anna was a married woman— 
wore rubber blankets about their forms, and they were 
partly able to keep dry. À 

But the rest of the party were drenched to the skin, and 
they were anxious to get a roaring fire going and sit be- 
side it. 

It was not more than seven o'clock, yet it was as dark 
as pitch. ; 
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There had been no thunder and lightning with the 


storm, so that made it look as though it was going to |ness. 


continue through the night. 

What was their surprise, then, when a few minutes 
later the wind died down all of a sudden, and the rain 
began gradually to let up. 

_ But the darkness remained as intense as ever. 

The foot of the descent was soon reached, and then the 
first thing our friends knew they were at the mouth of a 
pass. E 

“I guess we’d better stop here, Wild,” Cheyenne Char- 
lie suggested. 

“All right,” was the reply. “Just light a lantern and 
look around. The Chinamen will go on a little further 
and see if we can strike a fallen tree that will furnish 
fuel for a fire. We need a fire just now, if we ever did.” 

The boy was confident that they would find a fallen 
tree, for that was just the kind of a place for it. 

The two Chinamen immediately turned the pack horses 
over to Jim Dart and rode forward on their mustangs, 
while the scout struck a match and lighted a lantern. 

The pass was very narrow, and, as far as our hero could 
see, the sides reared to a great height. 

“There certainly must be some dead wood around here,” 
he said, as Hop and Wing rode slowly after him. “There 
is no use in trying to eut down a green tree and get a 
blaze going from it. We must find a dead one, and even 
then it won’t be easy to get the wood started, for it must 
be pretty well soaked by this time.” 

“We allee samee splitte with um ax and makee allee 
samee burnee,” retorted Hop, who always had the most to 
say of the two, 

Hop Wah was a very innocent-looking Celestial, but 
that was as far as it went. 

He was really one of the most clever of his race, since 
he was a slick sleight-of-hand performer, a card sharp of 
wonderful ability and a born humorist. 

Wing, who acted as chief cook for the party, was just 
a plain, everyday Chinaman. 

He could cook well, and was.always willing to do his 
work. 

The two were brothers, and they thought a great deal 
of each other, though sometimes they would fight over 
things that were very trivial. 

Hop had heen thoughtful enough to take an ax from 
one of the pack horses before he started to follow the 
young leader of the party, so he was ready to get at work 
on the tree the minute they found one. 

The three rode ahead for perhaps a hundred yards and 
then they came to a turn. 

Wild kept his horse on a slow walk, and the Celestials 
did likewise, of course. 

It was so dark in the pass that they could scarcely see 
a couple of lengths ahead of them. 

“Velly muchee dark, so be,” the cook ventured to say, 
and the voice he spoke in showed that he did not like 
that sort of work any too well. 

“My blother allee samee ’flaid!” sneered Hop. “Dark 
no hurtee, Me likee dark; me see plenty dark in China, 
and me allee samee havee muchee fun, so be.” 

As Wild and the two Chinamen rounded a bend in 


the narrow pass a dazzling light suddenly split the 


be Ds ¥ 
Then a grinning, dancing skeleton appeared bef Wee 
them. E+ x 
“Beware! Go back!” a sepulchral voice cried. 
The Chinamen yelled in terror. 

The grewsome thing was but a few yards ahead oto our 
hero, and he involuntarily reined in his horse, : 
The brilliant light fairly dazzled his eyes, and he touna 

himself blinking like an owl. 
But he did not lose his presence of mind. 
He whipped out his revolver in a fwinkling, and exe 
claimed ; as 
“Don’t think you can seare me with that thing, you 
sneaking galoots. You 
Just then the light went out, and they were in total 
darkness again. FA 
A mocking laugh sounded from somewhere, and then i $i 
all was still. 4 
The three horses were plunging in fright, and not wis 
ing to run into a trap Wild turned and rode back, calling 
the ae to ee him. ; 


quickly oitiiotanosd him in a mad dash for the lighted a 
lantern that showed as they got back around the bend, 
“Great gimlets!” cried Cheyenne Charlie, as he caught ie 
Wing’s horse by the bridle, as the frightened Celestial 3 
slid from the saddle and landed in a heap upon the 
ground. “What was it, Wild? What was that awful 
bright light?” it 
“Tt is a sort of mystery that we have got to solve, Char- 
lie,” was the reply. “Were iy against a phantom, I 


at% 


reckon.” 
The three girls were not a little frightened, and Jim 
was eager to know all about it. í 


When the young deadshot had related what he had 
seen and heard they all felt uneasy. But not because — 
they were afraid of such things as ghosts or phantoms. ; 

They knew very well that some one was back of it all, 
and it was easy to guess that the men who were responsi- 
ble for the appearance of the dancing skeleton and flash 
of light were of the lawless sort, é 

Young Wild West was-bent upon finding out what it 
all meant, and when he made a resolve he generally suc- 
ceeded in accomplishing his purpose. 


CHAPTER II. 
THE PHANTOM APPEARS AGAIN 


“Are yer goin’ ter stay here or move somewheres else, 
Wild?” asked Cheyenne Charlie, after they had talked 
over the mysterious happening in the pass. 

“We are going to stay right here,” was the reply. “As 
near as I can see, it is a pretty good,place. The cliff over- 
hangs above us, and if it should rain any more that will 
shelter us. Besides, there are lots of rocks around here, 
so if the skeleton ‘phantom’ undertakes to interfere with 
us I guess we'll be able to take care of ourselves, ye 
we want now is some dry wood to make a fire.” 


seen 
Kase 8S 


~~ reply. 
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“Well, I was jest goin’ ter call yer back when that light 
shot up,” said Charlie. “Here’s jest what we want back 
here. There’s dry leaves, too, fur ther rain didn’t quite 
reach under ther cliff.” 

Sure enough, there was a big branch from one of the 
pines that had been broken off at some time, and which 
was thoroughly seasoned for burning, lying right along the 
cliff. 

The Chinamen had not yet recovered from their fright, 
so Jim Dart took the ax and began breaking up the wood. 

Ten minutes later they had a fire going. 

It burned rather feebly at first, but as the flames caught 
hold it gradually came up, and soon they had just what 

_ they wanted, 

“Wing, get a hustle on you and let’s have something 
to eat. Some good hot coffee will do us good about now, 
I think.” 

The champion deadshot was just as cool and uncon- 
cerned now as though there never had been such a thing 
as a bright light and a dancing skeleton to suddenly con- 
front him. 

But that was Young Wild West’s way. 

He had trained himself so he would never be greatly 
surprised at anything. 

The blazing fire had the effect of cheering up the rest 
of the party, and soon all was in a bustle about the little 
camp. 

Charlie and Jim assisted the Chinaman called Hop to 
put up the tents, and this done they began to arrange 
their wet clothing so it could dry. 

A dead cedar was discovered within the radius of 
the light cast out by the fire, and this came in very handy 
for fuel, 

All they had to do was a little chopping with a good, 
sharp ax and it was ready to burn. 

Half an hour from the time the halt had been made 
they were eating a pretty good supper. 

Venison steaks, hot corn cakes and coffee was the bill 
of fare, but that was surely good enough for any hungry 
person that ever lived. 

Anyhow, Charlie said it was, and he was a pretty good 
judge of what went to fill the stomach. 

All this time our friends had been keeping more or 
less of a watch in the direction the dazzling light had 
come from. 

Though he said nothing, our hero was of the opinion 
that they were not going to be allowed to rest in peace 
` and quietness that night. 

~ He had turned back, as the sepulchral voice told him 
_ to, but the chances were that he had not gone far enough 

<back to suit the speaker. 

T= But Wild was nothing if not a fighter, 

He considered that he had as much right in that pass 
as any one living had. 


After the supper was over Wild turned to Cheyenne 


is 


=: Charlie’and said: 


» “Don’t you think it would. be a good idea if we went 
out on a little scouting trip, Charlie? I am anxious to 
find out something about that bright light and the danc- 
ink skeleton.” 

“Yer kin bet your life I’m ready, Wild,” was the quick 


“Well, it is not much more than two hundred yards 
from here where the thing appeared. Come on; we'll go 
and have a look around.” 


“Be careful, Wild,” spoke up Arietta. “There is no 
telling how many there are behind this thing. I be- 
lieve thatit is the work of some outlaw bánd. It is pos- 
sible that the ghost trick is used to frighten people away 
from their haunt.” 

“Something like that, I guess,” was our hero’s reply. 
“But it seems rather strange that outlaws should want 
to frighten any one away. They generally want travellers 
to come their way, so they can relieve them of what cash 
and valuables they have.” 

Without waiting any further, the dashing young dead- 
shot left the camp, followed by the scout, who was only 
too glad to accompany him. 

Both carried revolvers in their hands, for their did not 
know at what moment they might be set upon by some 
hidden foe. 

They walked through the narrow pass in a very cau- 
tious manner. Not even their footfalls could be heard. 

But when they reached the exact spot where the boy 
and the Chinamen had been when the light flashed upon 
them the same thing happened again. 

The inky blackness was riven by a brilliant flash, and 
there in the full glare the suspended skeleton showed up 
in all its ghastliness. 

The fleshless skull seemed to grin mockingly at them, 
and. the whole thing went through the evolutions of a 
jumping jack. 

“Beware! Go back!” a deep voice exclaimed. 

This time Young Wild West was ready to give an an- 
swer, and without any hesitation he called out: 

“By what right do you try to stop us from going through 
this pass?” 

He spoke as coolly as though he was talking to some 
one he could see, who had challenged their right to pro- 
ceed further. $ 

“I am the Spirit of Pilgrim Pass!” came from beyond 
the central point of the halo of bright light. 

“Oh, you are, eh? Well, you’ve got a pretty good voice 
for a spirit, I must say, Don’t for an instant think that 
we can be fooled by a trick like this. Come out and show 
yourself.” 

At this the skeleton, which must have been suspended 
in some way that did not show, began dancing worse than 
ever. 

Becoming exasperated, Cheyenne Charlie fired point 
blank at the grewsome-looking' thing. 

Then a loud yell sounded, and all was in darkness. 

Bent upon finding out what it all meant, Young Wild 
West darted for the spot where the skeleton had been 
seen. j 

But there was nothing there, and before he could catch 
himself he went stumbling over a stone that lay in the 
way. 

Charlie, though a bit frightened at what he had seeñ, 
hurried after him, and was in time to see him get upon 
his feet. 

“What knocked yer down, Wild?” he asked, in a whis- 
per. 


“T fell over a boulder,” was the reply. “The phantom 
hasn’t got me yet, Charlie.” 

They both stood there for the space of two or three 
minutes and listened. 

Not a sound could be heard save the water that was 
rushing down the sides of the pass. 

Wild soon came to the conclusion that it was altogether 
too dark fo make a search about the spot, so marking the 
place well in his mind he turned and said: 

“Come on, Chartie; I guess we'll go back. There is no 
use in trying to find the skeleton to-night. In the torn- 
ing we will be able to see, and then it will be different,’ 

He spoke in a tone of voice that could not be heard 
more than a few feet. 

The boy was very sure that the person who had warned 
them to go back was somewhere close by, and he did not 
want him to know what he had in mind. 

The scout was glad to go back, for he was just the 
least bit superstitious, and, having seen the phantom skele- 
ton with his own eyes, he was satisfied that there was 
considerable of a mystery about it. 

When they reached the camp Jim and the girls showed 
how anxious they were. 

But they all looked relieved when they saw the two safe 
and sound. 

“You saw it again, didn’t you?” asked the young dead- 
shot’s sweetheart. 

“Yes; just the same as the first time, only it lasted a 
little longer, perhaps,” Wild answered, coolly. 

“We saw the light from here, It illuminated the scene 
for quite a distance around.” 

“Did you notice anything that you would be likely 
to recognize in the morning, Et?” our hero asked. 

“Yes, I noticed a broken tree that was hanging down. 
Tt must have hung right down to where the glare of the 
. light came from, though we could not see it from here. 
The angle in the cliff shut it off. All we could catch sight 
of was the upper part of the ring of light. It showed in a 
sort of arch.” 

“And the broken tree seemed to hang down toward 
the centre, eh?” 

“Yes, I am sure of it, The branches were right in the 
midst of the light, for some of them partly obscured the 
others,” 

“All right. We'll see what we can do toward solving 
the mystery in the morning.” 

The clothing they had hung about the fire to dry was 
now doing nicely. 

Our friends always went well supplied with garments, 
so they had put on others while the wet ones were being 
treated to the drying process. 

They all remained awake till midnight, and then, when 
nothing occurred to disturb them, or even arouse their 
curiosity, Wild advised that all but one of them turn in 
and get the sleep they needed. 

In four hours it would be beginning to grow daylight, 
and then they would be able to see something of the nar- 
row pass they had entered in the darkness, 

Wild took the first watch of two hours and the rest 
sought their sleeping quarters and went to sleep. 

Nothing happened, and when the two hours were up 
our hero réused Charlie to take his turn. 
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He in turn awoke Jim at the proper time, and in), the 
same quiet way the entire night wore away. 2 

As the day broke the dark clouds dispersed and it gave 
promise of a fine day. sy 

At six o’clock all hands were up and stirring and enjoy- 
ing the bright sunlight. es 


CHAPTER III. 
JEDDY SMITHERS THE PEDDLER 


Young Wild West did not attempt to make an examina- — 
tion of the spot where he had stumbled over the ee 
the night before until Arietta was ready to  Scoom aE 
him. 

She was the only one of those who had been in they 
camp when the glare of light showed for the second time 

at took notice of the near surroundings to it. 

While the cook was getting the breakfast and Hop was 
busy attending to the horses, Wild called the rest to fol- 
low him through the pass around the bend. 

They all went, for they were curious to find out what 
they could about the very quéer proceedings of the night 
before. 

One of the first things they noticed was a trail that 
looked as though it was used quite frequently ran through 
the pass. 

The heavy rain of the day before had failed to entirely 
obliterate the wheel ruts and hoof-prints. ta + 

Right at the bend they suddenly noticed a sign that 
pointed on through the pass, an index finger designating 
the way to go. 

On it were the words: 


“2 Miles to Lonesome Licks.” FE 

“Lonesome Licks, eh?” said Wild, “Well, this is Be Es e 
as lonesome a place as I have seen in some time, and sg 
Lonesome Licks is any worse than this it must be a ras = 
liar sort of a place.” En 

“I wonder if it is a minin’ camp?” Charlie remarked. ~ ` 

“I don’t know what else it could be in a region like 
this,” Jim Dart spoke up. “Although it might be a trad 
ing post. I have never heard of it, anyhow.” 

“None of us have, I guess,” Wild answered. “Well; we 
will head for it pretty soon. I am glad it is only two 
miles away from here, because’ we can stop there and p 
a visit now and then to the pass and try and find out w. 
it is that is having so much fun with travellers, I hi 
heard of Pilgrim’s Pass before, and, come to think of i 
it must be in these parts somewhere. | I guess this 
one, all right.” 

“T reckon so,” the scout retorted, 

Wild then began looking around for the stone he } 
stumbled over the night before. s 

It was not to be found, however. : 

“That is strange,” he said. “I guess the ghost must * 
have taken it away. Et, can you locate the broken tree?” » 

“Yes,” was the quick reply, “That it is almost above - 
us.” 
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She pointed upward to ihe right side of the narrow 
F pass, and there, sure enough, was a big tree that had been 
‘broken, and was hanging downw ard from the cliff. 

^ You are sure that is the one, eh?” 

“Yes, I am positive of it.” 

“Our hero took a good look at it. 

He saw that one of the limbs hung almost over the 


= trail that led through the pass, a distance of about six- 
™ teen or eighteen feet from the ground. 


Ea 


“I guess that is where the skeleton hung from,” he 
observed, speaking in a low tone of voice, for he was not 


4 so sure that there was not some one listening near at hand. 


“I think we had better let it go as it is for the present. 
We'll get ready and go on to the place called Lonesome 
Licks.” 

“ An’ come back ag’in whén we feel like it,” added the 
scout. 

“That’s right, Charlie.” 

They all looked searchingly at the cliff from which 
the broken tree was hanging, but they could see nothing 
that looked at all suspicious. 

Back they went to the camp. 

“Hurry up, you heathens, and get ready to start,” 
said Wild to the two Celestials. 

“Where um go, Misler Wild?” asked Hop, looking up the 
pass and shrugging his shoulders. 

' “Right on through the pass to Lonesome Licks,” was 
the retort. 

“But um skeleton say no go lat way, so be.” 

“Well, the skeleton is not running me, Hop. We are 
going on to a place called Lonesome Licks.” 

“Allee light, Misler Wild; me go, too, so be.” 

“T reckon there’s no danger of you stayin’ behind,” 
laughed Charlie. “You kin do mighty clever tricks your- 
self, but you’re afraid of ghosts an’ phantoms, jest ther 
same.” 

i “Me no likee dancee skeleton, Misler Charlie,” and 
Hop shook his head. 

© Wing, the cook was listening intently to what was said, 
but he did not venture to make a remark. 

He depended altogether on what Young Wild West 
said, and when he heard him say that they were to go 
on through the. pass he knew it®was all right that they 
should, 

If the boy had said that they were going to ride right 
up the steep side of the cliff Wing would not have ques- 
tioned it. 

He hurried and soon got the cooking utensils washed 
and packed, and then he helped his brother load the pack 
horses. 

"It was not long before they were ready to ride on 
through the pass. 

Young Wild West, mounted on his splendid sorrel at 
lion, Spitfire, and Arietta, riding her cream-colored bron- 
cho at-his side, led the little procession. 

“Here we go, through Pilgrim Pass to Lonesome 
Licks!” our hero exclaimed. “It is hardly likely that 
any phantoms will attempt to stop us, but something in 
the way of flesh and blood might try it.” 

Just then"they heard some one, shouting from the com- 
mencement of the pass, a distance of about a hundred 
yards. 


Turning, they saw a curious-looking turnout approach- 
ing, 

Tt consisted of a team of lame horses, drawing a dilapi- 
dated wagon that had once had a cover on it, but now only 
the semblance of one remained. 

The driver of this queer outfit was a very slim man of 
uncertain age, and when he saw that his shouts had been 
heard by our friends he waved a ragged old straw hat in 
the air. 

“Wait a minute !” he called out. “I’m bound fur Lone- 
some Licks, an’ I want ter know if this is ther right way.” 

“T guess this is the right way, stranger,” answered our 
hero, as he turned his horse around and waited for the 
team to come up. 

“Good! I’m awful glad ter hear that. I’ve been three 
days in thig wild an’ uninhabited place, an’ the sight of 
you folks does me good.” 

Our friends took a good look at the man as he brought 
the team to.a halt near them, 

His face was thin and cadaverous and his eyes had a 
twinkle in them: that told that he was mo without tact 
and shrewdness. 

But he seemed to be endowed with an honesty of pur- 
pose and was frank and open in his way. 

“So you have been three days on the mountain, with- 
out meeting anybody, have you?” queried our hero, nod- 
ding and smiling at him. 

“Yes, that’s right, as sure as my name are Teddy Smith- 
ers! Tye come a long ways with this old outfit of mine, 
an’ Pve been upset more’n half a dozen times. I’m afraid 
there won’t be much left of my wagon by ther time I git 
ter Lonesome Licks, unless I strike it mighty soon.” 

“Well, unless that sign over there lies, it is not more 
than two miles to the place you want to go to.” 

“Glory! Wow! Ain’t that good news, I want ter 
know?” and the man waved his straw hat frantically, as 
though he had been taken with a sudden fit. 

The cover of the wagon was in such a condition that it 
was not difficult for our friends to see that the vehicle 
contained several boxes and bundles stowed in it, which 
all had the look of having had pretty hard usage, 

“What in thunder are yer doin’ ’way out in ther moun- 
tains with all that stuff?” Cheyenne Charlie asked. “It 
looks as though yer was runnin’ an express route.” 

“Tt does, eh?” and the small, gray eyes of Jeddy Smith- 
ers twinkled. “Well, I ain’t runnin’ no express route. 
Tm a peddler, that’s all.” 

“A peddler, eh? Pll bet you’ve done a large amount 
of business in ther last few days, then.” 

“Well, I done somewhat at their last minin’ camp I 
struck. I’ll do more, too, when I git ter Lonesome Licks.” 

“What kind of a place is Lonesome Licks?” our hero 
asked. 

“?Cordin’ to ther infurmation I was able ter git about 
it, if must be a sort of one-horse place. But them’s ther 
kind of places I kin always do business in. I carry ther 
line of stuff that can’t be bought outside of good-sized 
towns, yer know. I’ve got calico fur wimmen’s dresses, 
overalls an’ boots fur men, jewelry fur both men an’ 
wimmen, a full line of spectacles an’ some of ther best 
medicines on earth.” 


' 
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“You are well stocked, I guess,” Jim Dart observed, ! 


with a smile. 


“I had a whole load when I struck ther last minin’ 
camp. I sold about half of it there, an’ I expect ter sell 
out entirely when I git ter Lonesome Licks.” 

Nees what do you expect to do then?” Arietta asked. 

“Sell my team an’ wagon an’ go ter minin’. Tve got 
a brother in Lonesome Licks, what’s makin’ money hand 
over fist. I made up my mind I was comin’ out ter jine 
him, so I started on my way with this team here. I’ve 
loaded up six times since I left Kansas, an’ I’ve made 
quite a pile of money. I ain’t made less than a hundred 
per cent. on anything I’ve sold, countin’ all freight an’ ex- 
penses. My goods all come from Chicago, too.” 

“Youre a good one, I guess,” said Young Wild West. 
“Well, if you’re going to Lonesome Licks you can ride 
right along with us.” 

“Good enough! I’m mighty glad ter have your com- 
pany. Ill make ther gals each a present when we git 
there; see if I don’t.” 

Our friends then set out and proceeded on through 
Pilgrim Pass, the peddler accompanying them. 


CHAPTER IV. 
OUR FRIENDS ARRIVE AT LONESOME LICKS’ 


On the way Wild told Jeddy Smithers about the Phan- 
tom of Pilgrim Pass, and the peddler became very uneasy 
right away, 

“Tm glad I didn’t strike here last meie then,” he 
said. “When I found I wasn’t likely ter strike a place ter 
stop at J jest tied my horses an’ put a rubber blanket over 
ther top of ther wagon ter keep out ther rain an’ turned 
in. I started out long afore daylight this mornin’, an’ 
I was mighty glad when I run across you people. I ain’t 
got no use fur ghosts, ’canse I heard my grandmother say 
she seen one once, an’ it nigh drove her ter commit sui- 
cide. No, siree! Ghosts and phantoms, as yer calls ’em, 
ain't ter my likin’, not one bit.” 

Our friends could not help smiling at the man, for he 
seemed to be dreadfully in earnest. 

The way through the narrow pass was anything but 
straight, but it was pretty good travelling, so they were 
not long in coming to the end of it. 

) As they rode out into an open space that was covered 
with a growth of stunted oak and underbrush common to 
that part of the Rocky Mountains, they beheld a small 
mining camp right before them, : 

It was easy to understand why it had been named Lone- 
some Licks, for it was certainly a dismal-looking spot. 

Here and there a salt spring could be seen, nis the 
vegetation near them was brown and dead. 

Not a living bush or tree existed in the whole area that 
composed the camp, or settlement, it really looked more 
like. ry 

Rocks and boulders showed up like tombstones in a 

cemetery, and certainly a less inviting place to build a 

shanty could scarcely be found. 


| the wagon and darted for the crowd. 


But gold must have been struck there, and that wa 
why the place had come to life. 1 
As they rode into the camp our friends noticed tha 
stream of clear water trickled over a precipice to the ri 
of the cluster of shanties and lost itself in the salty 

This furnished the water used by the less than | 
hundred inhabitants. 

Of course, there was a saloon there, Lave sy 
been a queer mining camp, indeed, if at least one hag obey 
existed, Ea 

It was a rather fancy-looking affair, was the shanty. 
for the high front, with its imitation of a two-story build. 
ing, was painted a bright red, and the sign that reached 3 
all the way across it declared the place to be the “Goo 
Cheer House.” s 

It was still early in the morning, and when ou W d 4 
was , directly opposite the red saloon, several men 
out of it to see them, \ 

Jeddy Smithers brought his team to a halt and on 
look at the gathering of miners. 


“It’s my brother 
Alonzo! Hello, Lon! don’t yer know me?” a 

A tall, thin man, who was conspicuous in a red shirt 
and blue overalls, and who bore a strong resemblance to 
the peddler, gave a start and ran to meet him. ag 

“Why, hello, Jeddy!” he exclaimed, “What in ther ~~ 
name of all that’s wonderful brought you out here?” 

Then the two hugged each other like a couple of happy 
children might have done. 

Some of the miners standing about grinned and others 
looked very solemn. 

No one made a remark right away. 

They were all affected, one way or the other, by the 
meeting of the brothers. ahh’ del 

But as the two broke away they let out a genuine mi J 
ing camp cheer, which echoed over the an E 
spot. 

This over, the miners turned their attention to those 
who had come to the mining camp with Jeddy Smithers. 

They took them in carefully, and then one of their 
number took off his hat, and waving it over his head, yelled 
out: 

“Three cheers fur ther gals what has come ter Lone- 
some Licks ter brighten ther blamed old place up, boys!” 

All eyes were turned upon Arietta, Anna and Eloise, 
and then the cheer that went up was deafening, 

Young Wild West smiled at this, 

He could tell that the men meant nothing but good to 
the girls, for they all showed that they were good fellows, i 
who knew how to appreciate the presence of ladies in 
such a forlorn-looking place. : 

‘It’s Young Wild West an’ his pards, boys!” called out 
Jeddy Smithers, waving his hand at our friends, “An’ 
they’ve got gals with m what ain’t afraid ter rough it's 
on ther mountains an’ plains. They ain’t even afraid of 
ghosts 1” < 


interested when they heard this. 
He now dismounted and approached the crowd. 
“Gentlemen,” said he, “I guess we will stop here a 


if no one objects. I can’t say that I admire 
some Licks, for it certainly is not a thing of beauty 
joy forever, as far as looks goes, But we are in 
e habit of stopping in camps for a day or two, so we 
ei make no exception to this one.” 

<I reckon there’s no one here goin’ ter object ter yer 
stoppin’ here as Jong as yer like,” answered the miner. 
¿“We want people ter come here, don’t we, boys?” 

: “You bet we do!” came the reply from several. 

“But I must say that there are some people not far 
from here who raise objections to any one coming,” went 

- on our hero, looking at the men keenly. 
“Who are they?” asked Lon Smithers, the brother of 

"the peddler, looking very much surprised. 

“The fellows who run the phantom game in Pilgrim 
Poss, ” 
“Did you see it?” asked Smithers, eagerly. 

“T happened to see it twice last night.” 
© “Yon did!” 

Some of the miners grew rather excited, while others 

acted as though it was an uncanny subject. 

But it was evident that they all had either seen or 

heard of the Phantom of Pilgrim Pass. 

The man who had given the cheer for the girls stepped 
over close to our hero, 

“Tf yer dont mind, I would like ter have a little talk 
with yer by an’ by, Young Wild West. I never seen yer 
afore, but I’ve heard a lot "about yer. 
about this phantom business with yer.” 

“All right,” answered our hero. “We are going to camp 


Lene 


“mon 


over there near the place where the spring trickles down 


the rocks, Come over whenever you feel like it.” 

Our friends could tell readily that there were no ac- 
commodations suitable for ladies at the Good Cheer 
House. 

It only had about three rooms, and they were all on the 
ground, or a couple of feet above it. 

Wild was pleased to see that the miners were such .a 
decent lot of men. 

As far as he could see, there was not a rascally fellow 
in the bunch, and there were about a dozen of them gath- 
ered around the saloon and store. 

He mounted his horse, and, giving the word for his 
companions to follow him, rode over to the place he had 
pointed out as the spot where they were going to camp. 

It was not much more than four hundred feet from 
the “hotel,” and was very close to one of the shanties. 

The path was well beaten to the spring, for they learned 
afterward that it was the only fresh water that could 
be obtained for miles around the place. 

The supply was inexhaustible, too, and if it were not 
for that spring there would be no one living at the dreary- 
looking spot known as Lonesome Licks, 

The spot they chose to camp upon was as good as any 
in the vicinity, and as it did not interfere with the path 
the miners used to get their water, there could hardly be 
any objections raised to their being there. 

The sun was shining brightly now, and though it was 
-not so very hot the Chinamen perspired as they worked 
away at getting the camp in shape. 

Jeddy Smithers had gone over to the shanty his brother 

occupied, taking his team with him. 
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T d jest like ter talk 


SaF. 


In bis excitement at meeting his brother, the peddler 
had failed to say anything to our friends before he took 
his departure. 

In half an hour after their arrival Wild and his friends 
were very comfortably situated at Lonesome Licks. 

But they would not have remained in such a place as 
that very long if it were not for the fact that they were 
anxious to sare the mystery of the Phamtom of Pilgrim 
Pass. 

The inajority of the miners went off to their work, 
and after a while the miner who had asked permission 
to come over and talk with our hero was seen coming 
toward the little camp. 

Wild met him near the spring. 

“My name is Bill Groot,” he said, by way of introduc- 
tion, “an? I’m what ther boys call a sort of leader. They 
elected me ter that, though T didn’t much want it. T’ve 
come over ter talk to yer about the business what’s scarin’ 
people from comin’ through Pilgrim Pass,” 

“All right,” answered the young deadshot. 
and tell me all about it.” 

He pointed to a convenient rock, and Bill Groot took a 
fresh chew of tobacco and sat down. z 

Just. then Hop Wah, finding that Young Wild West 
kad his attention engaged, left the camp and made for 
the saloon, 


“Sit down 


CHAPTER YV. 


HOP AMUSES HIMSELF A LITTLE. 
As we have stated, 
“heathen Chinee.” 
He was a veritable wonder,eand one of his failings was 

that he liked “tanglefoot,” as he called whiskey, much 

better than he should have done. 

But that could not be helped. 

It was the Chinaman’s way, and if he was bound to 
drink a little too much now and then, it was no one’s 
business but his own. 

Hop felt like having a little drink, and also like having 
a little fun. 

He liked fun as much as he did anything, and he was 
always looking for a chance to work up a joke or funny 
trick on some one. 

Miners, cowboys and Indians were very often his game. 

Hop made for the Good Cheer House in a hurry. 

Cheyenne Charlie and Jim Dart were cleaning their 
rifles, and Wild was talking with Bill Groot, the miner. 

The girls were in their tent engaged in some matters 
pertaining to their wearing apparel, so the Chinaman had 
a good chance to sneak off. 

His brother Wing never paid any attention to what he 
done, except when he became the victim of a joke. 

Hop reached the barroom of the saloon in short time. 

There were only three men in the place besides the 
man who had charge of it. 

They were of the sort who liked to gamble and drink 
better than they liked to work. 

No Chinamen had as yet reached the place, and when 


Hop Wah was not an ordinary 


i 
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the miners saw the two with Young Wild West’s party they |i 


had commented on them, 

But when one of them came ‘into the saloon, his face 
beaming with innocent good nature, those who were there 
immediately gave him their undivided attention. 

“Velly nicee morning, so be,” said Hop, meekly bowing 
to all hands. 

“Tt sartinly are,” answered one of the miners, who 
thought he was quite a joker. “What brung you ter Lone- 
some Licks?” 

“Me lide on um bloncho, allee samee likee Melican 
man,” answered the clever Celestial. 

“Ha, ha, ha !” laughed the man behind the rough board 
counter. “That’s one on you, Dave.” 

Hop grinned and looked around questioningly, as 
though he had no idea what the man was alluding to. 

“So yer came here on a broncho, ther same as ‘Melican 
man, eh?” he went on, “Well, what did yer come in 
here fur?” ; 

“Me comee in um saloon to gittee dlink of tanglefoot, 
allee samee Melican man.” 

The boss of the place roared with laughter at this, and 
all but the questioner joined in. 


Hop acted as though he could see nothing funny about |i 


it, and then, putting a hard dollar on the counter ,said: 

“Me wantee lillee dlink of tanglefoot, so be.” 

“Yer bet yer life that here’s ther place ter git it!” 
was the reply. 

A bottle and glass came out from under the counter 
right away, and, with a smile that was “childlike and 
bland,” Hop poured out what he wanted for the first dose. 

He swallowed it with a relish, smacked his lips and 
then picked up his change. 

“Me velly muchee smartee Chinee,” he said, speaking 
to the man called Dave. 

“You are, eh?” was the reply. 

“Yes, so be; me gottee uncle in China whatte velly 
muchee smartee, and me allee samee likee him.” 

“What kin yer do?” 

“Me makee snakee comee outee you shirtee, so be, putty 
quickee, allee samee !” 

As he said this the clever Chinaman stepped up to the 
man and thrust his fingers under the collar of his shirt. 

Then, with a quick jerk, he brought out a wriggling 
snake that was over a foot in length. 

The miner let out a yell of fear and jumped to the 
back part of the room in a hurry. 

The other two got out of the way, too, and the man in 
charge of the place acted as though the snake was not 
welcome there. 

Hop carelessly let the reptile drop upon the bar, where 
it wriggled ahout for a moment. 

Then he brought out the big yellow silk handkerchief 
he always had with him, and, quickly throwing it over 
the reptile, exclaimed: 

- “Velly nicee lillee snakee; me makee go ’way, so be.” 

Then he lifted the handkerchief and flirted it over his 
head. 

The snake was gone! 

But there was really nothing strange about all this, 
though it was very mystifying to those looking on. 

The snake was only one made of rubber and painted to 


easy for him to make it disappear. 

“Eyvelybody havee lillee dlink now, so be,” said H 
smiling in-his cheerful. way. ; 

“I reckon I don’t want ter git too close ter you,” « 
served Dave, shaking his head. “Any galoot as carrie 
a live snake around with him I ain’t got no use fur.” 

“Me no gottee snakee,” answered Hop, holding out both 
hands to prove the assertion. “He allee samee go "Wa 
so be; no see um again.” 

After a minute or two they consented to drink with 
him, though they all kept at a safe distance. 

In payment for the round Hop tendered a five dollar — 
dill. 

He laid it on the counter, and then, as the bartende i 
turned his back for something, he let go of it and it sud- 
denly disappeared. 

This was a trick that the Chinaman had practiced 
quif? often, and he always met with great success, 

Every man in the room had seen the bill lying on the 
counter, and when they found it had disappeared they — 
were all ready to swear that the Chinaman had not taken 
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The boss of the saloon was much mystified, of course, {l 
and when Hop modestly hinted that he would like to have ; 
his change he did not know exactly what to do. era 

“I don’t see how I kin give change fur a bill what I i 
never got,” he explained. 

“Me no undelstand,” Hop declared. 

“I don’t, either, I seen yer lay a bill on ther bar, but 
I don’t know where it went.” 

“Me no takee.” 

“Where did it go, then?” 

“You say me takee, me allee samee makee snakee 
jumpee allee “lgund um neck, so be.” 

The bartender turned pale. 

“T reckon if yer make a snake jump around my neck 
[ll shoot yer full of holes!” he exclaimed. 

“Me only havee lillee fun,” explained Hop, hurriedly. 
“You tleat me allee samee calee square. Me no care 
for um fivee dollee bill; me gotee plenty more, so he.” 

To prove it, he pulled out a fat roll that fairly made 
the eyes of the three miners dazzle. 

He made more money playing poker in one month than 
his salary with Young Wild West amounted to in a year. 

It was a habit he had, and the more experienced gam- 
blers he got hold of the better he liked it. 

They always picked him up for something easy to 
“pick,” and he invariably fooled them: 

The bartender was satisfied to treat and call it square, 
and the three hangers-on were more than satisfied, since 
they came in for another drink without having to pay for 
it. 

While they were drinking two horsemen rode up and 
dismounted in front of the shanty saloon, 

They were strangers to the place, and hoth the bar- 
tender and the other men looked at them sharply. 

“Ts this place called Lonesome Licks?” asked one, who 
was a rather young man, wearing a dark mustache and 
chin beard. 

“That’s what she is, pard,” answered the bartender. ; 
RONE meee 
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"Well, I don’t wonder that it is called Jonesome.’ 


“Well, there’s good stuff ter be got out of ther ground 
here, an’ T reckon that makes a difference.” 

“Oh! I suppose so,” and, tossing a gold coin on the 
“counter, the younger man called for drinks. 

The other stranger was somewhat older and wore a 
‘full beard, 

Both were pretty well irene which showed that they 
men of means. 

They wore high-topped riding boots, too, with spurs at 
the heels, 

“Come and have something, boys,” said the younger 
of the two, nodding to the miners. 

Then he turned and looked at Hope sharply and added: 

“T never treated a heathen to a drink in my life, and I 
am not going to do it now.” 

Hop glanced out of the doorway and saw Wild, Charlie 
and Bill Groot, the miner, approaching. 

He thought he could afford to show a little ‘spirit, so 
he promptly retorted : 
~ “Me no dlinkee with evelybody whatee comee ‘long, so 
be 1? 

“What’s that!” demanded the horseman, turning upon 
him, angrily. 

“Me no wantee dlink with you, so be.” 

“You don’t, eh? Well, you just get out of here, or 
there'll be a dead Chinaman in Lonesome Licks before 
sixty seconds have passed !” 

Hop made a move as though he was going out, but in- 
stead of doing so he threw out his arm suddenly and the 
rubber snake flew at the stranger, sg him full in 
the face! 


CHAPTER VI, 
WILD AND OHARLIE CALL THE TWO STRANGERS. 


Young Wild West soon learned from the miner called 
Bili Groot that the Phantom of Pilgrim Pass was quite 
a new thing. 

The first it had been seen by any one known to him 
was two days—or two nights, rather—before our friends 
arrived at Lonesome Licks. 

The next night, having heard a very weird story about 
it, Groot and nearly a dozen miners had gone down the 
pase to investigate, and they had seen the skeleton phan- 
tom, and heard the words of warning uttered by the hid- 
den voice. F 

The majority of the miners had taken it for granted 
that it was a supernatural proceeding, and those who 
thought that human beings were responsible for it were 
just enough timid about it to refuse to investigate any 
further. 

Wild questioned him a good deal, but at length con- 
cluded that no one in the camp, as far as was known, 
knew anything more about the mystery than he did him- 
self. 

. “Well, Mr. Groot,” said he, “I guess I’ll undertake to 
find out something about this Phantom of Pilgrim Pass. 


I| ff I don’t show you just what it is before I leave here, my 
think this about the last place on earth Fd want to live.” | name is not Young Wild West!” 


“TI help yer all I kin, fur one,” was the reply. -“I 
reckon there is quite a few here who would like ter find 
out about it, if they only had some one ter lead ’em on. 
You’re ther one ter do that, if I know anything about 
it.” 

“Well, I always make it a point to solve a mystery 
whenever I get up against one.” 

While they were talking over it their attention was 
called by the two horsemen who rode up and entered the 
saloon. 

“Have you ever seen those fellows before?” asked Wild, 
when he had taken good notice of them. 

“Nope! They’re total strangers here,” was the reply. 

“Ah! Well, suppose we go oyer to the Good Cheer 
House and have a close look at them?” 

“Sartin, I’m willin’ ter that. All right. Come, Char- 
lie; we are going to take a walk over to the whiskey-mill.” 

“All right,” replied the scout. “I reckon Hop’s over 
there. He lit out a good while ago, and Wing says he 
must have gone ter git a swig or two of tanglefoot. Of 
course, I knowed well enough what he went fur. Ther 
heathen is bound ter have his liquor whenever he gits 
around where it is.” 

Wild nodded. 

He knew this was a fact as well as any one living. 

The three walked over to the saloon, and were just 
in time to hear a yell of fear as they reached the door, 

The yell came from the stranger, who had ordered Hop 
to leave the place, and had been hit by what he thought 
was a live snake. 

Wild and Charlie knew what was the matter right away. 

They had often seen that famous rubber snake of Hop’s, 
and they easily guessed that he had got in trouble with 
the stranger, and had used it to defend himself with. 

“What is going on here, Hop?” called out our hero, 
sternly, as he entered, followed by the scout and Bill 
Groot. 

The Chinaman quickly allowed the mikes snake to dis- 
appear up his sleeve, and then answered: 

“Bad Melican man allee samee wantee shootee poor 
Ohinee, Misler Wild. Me no likee.” 

“No, I guess you don’t want to be shot. What was he 
going to shoot you for—because yor wouldn’t go out?” 

“That’s just what I was going to do it for, young fel- 
low,” spoke up the stranger, who had recovered from his 
fright by this time. “Pd like to know what you have got 
to say about it?” 

“Well, P1 tell you that the Chinaman is all right, and 
that he works for me. I think it is no more than right 
that T should look out for him.” 

“You look out for him! Why, I hardly think you’ge 
able to look out for yourself.” 

“You think that, eh? Well, I don’t want any trouble 
with you. But should you try your hand on me I guess 
you'll find that I am able to take care of myself.” 

“Pooh! I have heard bantam roosters crow before.” 

“Well, I am no bantam, I can tell you.” 

“Yer kin bet yer life you'll find he’s a regular gamecock 
if yer tackle him,” spoke Cheyenne Charlie. 
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“I shouldn’t interfere if I were you,” said the elder 
man of the two strangers, stepping forward. 

“You shet up, you sneakin’-lookin’ galoot!” exclaimed 
Charlie, who was just in the humor for a scrimmage now. 
“Tf yer don’t I'll interfere fur fair!” 

The two strangers exchanged glances. 

The younger gave a quick nod. 

‘Then both slipped their hands to their revolvers. 

But Wild and Charlie were far quicker than they, 

They had them covered before their shooters were out of 
the holsters. 

“T guess you’re up against the wrong people, gentle- 
men, ” said Y oung Wild West, coolly. 

“They let go. their revolvers instantly. 

“Tt seems so,” admitted the younger man, just as cool. 

He glared at the boy, but no sign of fear showed in 
his eyes. 

“Are you satisfied that I can look out for myself?” 

““Well, it does seem that way.” 

“All right. I am glad that you acknowledge that you 
have made a mistake.” 

“Tf I have made one I shall endeavor to rectify it some 
time.” 

“Do it now! Don’t wait!” 

There was a peculiar ring in our hero’s voice, and it 
caused the man to start. 

“Yes, do it now,” added the scout. 
havin’ a little shootin’ match. Come on outside an’ we'll 
have it out. A galoot can’t die but once, anyhow.” 

“I don’t want to die just yet,” said the elder man. “I 
don’t want to even risk it, You've got the best of it; let 
it drop until some other time.” 

“T ain’t goin’ ter let it drop.” j 

“Well, start in and shoot us down, then, if that’s the 
sort of a man you are.” 

The speaker was just as cool as his companion now. 

“There is no fight in them, Charlie,” spoke up Wild. 
“They are a pair of bluffers, and they won’t try to shoot, 
unless they get a chance to give it to us in the hack.” 

“The Chinaman has caused no end of trouble, it seems, 
boss,” remarked the younger man, turning to the man be- 
hind the counter, as though it was all over, and he felt 
relieved. “Tet us have a drink, He can drink this time, 
if he feels like it.” 

“Me no feel likee,” promptly retorted Hop. “Me no 
dlinkee with evelybody: me telle you lat before, so be.” 

Of course Wild and Charlie refused to accept the invi- 
tation. 

They both had put down the men as a pair of villains, 
and they were not going to even make out that they were 
friendly with them. 

Bill Groot, being with them, refused to drink also. 

“What do you think of Lonesome Licks, Dick?” asked 
the elder inan, as he poured out a drink, 

“Not much,” was the reply. 

“What do you think of the people in it?” 

“Not much—of some of them, anyhow,” and Dick, as 
he was called, shrugged his shoulders. 

“What do you think of Pilgrim Pass?” Wild asked, 
quickly. “T noticed that you came through it when you 
landed here.” 


“T feel jest like 


“Pilgrim Pass is all right, if that is what you call the 

narrow gut the trail leads through,” Dick replied. if 
“You didn’t see any ghosts, did you?” i 
“Ghosts?” 

“Yes, that’s what I said.” R. 
“Well, I didn’t know that ghosts were in the habit 0 
stalking about in the daylight.” 

Both the men laughed, as though they thought it, 
joke, 

“Putty cool galoots, Wild,” observed the scout, in a1 
undertone. 

“Very,” was the reply. 
pretty good, I think.” 

“Well, yer kin bet I'l] be on ther watch as long a 
they're around, ‘cause I know they mean ter drop us ther 
first chance they git.” & 

Just as our friends were thinking of leaving the place j 
the younger of the two men looked at Wild and said eg 

“You are pretty quick at pulling a gun, young fellow; ag = 
maybe you think you can shoot pretty straight?” è 

“J do think that,” our hero replied. a8 

“TH bet you fifty dollars that I can beat you Eoo 
ing at a mark.” 

“I don’t do much betting, as a rule, but T will have tt 3 
take you up on that.” ; 

Wild produced fifty dollars in short order. A 

“I reckon yer don’t know that this is Young Wild West, 


“We'll have to watch then 


ther champion deadshot of ther West,” said Bill Groot. $ T 
“Tt matters not who he is. ‘1 stand ready to back my- bs 
self against him for another fifty!” was the retort. 5 ee 


“Til take that fifty, then,” and the miner, who had 
only heard of the young deadshot, showed how confident 
he was in his ability. Wee 

“My name is Dick Danks,” said the challenger, as he i 
put the money in the barkeeper’s hands. “You just hold 
that until we have settled the bet.” 

“T’ll do that, all right,” was the answer. 

“Now come on outside and we'll see who wins,” went 
on Dick Danks. 

“T am ready,” said Wild. 
to-me what the target is.” 

Then all hands went outside to the front of the Good 
Cheer House. F 
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CHAPTER VII. ia 


“And it makes no difference 


HOW YOUNG WILD WEST WON THE SHOOTING MATCH, 
t $ 

Tt was only natural that all those who knew what was 
going on should be very much interested, 

The rough men who inhabit mining camps are pretty i 
good shots, as a rule. i 

Tt is somewhat of a necessity for them to be, for there ~ 
is no tdlling just when they may be called upon to | 
their lives by their skill. 

Consequently those who heard the challenge made and 
accepted were eager to witness the shooting match be- 
tween Young Wild West and Dick Danks. 

Nothing suited our hero better than to try conclusions — 
with a good shot. 
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-While he never boasted of what he could do with a rifle 
or revolver, he knew quite well that it was considerable. 
As he practiced almost daily, it was not strange that 

he should be an expert. 
, “Name your target,” he said to Danks. “As I just said, 
any kind of a target will suit me. It makes no difference 
if you want me to shoot at you, and you shoot at me; I am 

“ready for anything.” 

g “Oh! I didn’t mean to fight a duel, Young Wild West,” 
? the reply. “You should know that from what I said 
alittle while ago. This is going to be a regular match. 

Í flatter myself that I am a very good shot, and I must 
say that I have never yet found my equal. If you are 
- the champion deadshot of the West I want to know it.” 
“All right. I am always ready to shoot against any- 
body,” said Wild, in his cool and easy way. “Since you 
are the challenger, I will leave it to you to lead off and 
show what you can do, Then I will try to do as well, and 
if I succeed I will give you something to try. I guess 
that is fair enough, isn’t it?” 

“Yes. It couldn’t be any fairer.” 

The man seemed to be awfully confident. 

But Young Wild West never once doubted the result. 

It might be that Dick Danks could shoot as well as he, 
but to beat him would be an impossibility, 
. Danks surveyed the scene around him and presently his 
eyes rested upon the broken trunk of a dead tree, which 
was about twenty yards from the door of the saloon, and 

“not in range with any of the shanties. 

“T guess I can hit that stump from here,” he said, draw- 
ing a long-barrelled Colt’s revolver from the holster. 

_ “Any one kin do that, I reckon,” retorted Cheyenne 

_ Charlie, with a laugh and shrug of his shoulders. “Don’t 
go ter doin’ anything like that, please.” 

Dick Danks smiled. 

“You think that too easy, then?” he queried. 

“Well, it might be mighty hard fur a tenderfoot ter do, 
but I reckon any one what has ever shot a gun much 
oughter do it, especially if he had a target pistol, like 
you've got there.” : 

“Perhaps they can, But how about hitting the ace of 
hearts after the card is pinned to the tree?” 

“Td have ter call that a putty good shot,” admitted the 
scout. ; 

“Well, that’s what I’m going to do.” 

“Tet’s see yer do it.” 

“John Royle will pin the card to the tree, and I will 
shoot at it,” went on Danks, turning to the bearded man, 
who had come ‘to the mining camp with him. 

John Royle, as he was called, quickly pulled a pack of 
cards from his pocket, and, selecting the ace of hearts 
from it, walked over to the tree stump and pinned it to 
itg 

“There you are, Dick,” he said, as he stepped aside. 
“Show them what you can do.” 

The man nodded, and then stepped into position, 

He took a deliberate aim and fired. 

Crack! 

As the report rang out the card moved perceptibly. 

“Yor hit it all right!” exclaimed the boss of the saloon. 

“That is what I calls mighty good shootin’.” 
- Then all hands ran over to the broken tree. 


Sure enough, Danks had hit the ace in the centre of the 
card, 3 

“That is all right,” he said. “It is not every one who 
can do that at twenty yards, I reckon I can do it, though; 
and so can Cheyenne Charlie.” 

“Ts that so?” asked Danks, looking interested. “I must | 
have stacked up against some regular deadshots, then.” 

“Did yer think Wild had ther name of bein’ ther cham- 
pion deadshot of ther West jest fur ther fun of it?” asked 
the scout, sarcastically. 

“Well, what a person is called doesn’t signify mud, 
you know; it is what he is.” 

“Well, if I simply make a shot like you just made I will 
only tie you,” said our hero. “That won’t decide the 
bet. So I'll have to beat you, Is that the very best you 
can do?” 

“There is no one living who can beat that shot,” came 
the quick answer. “It cannot be done. I hit the ace of 
hearts right in the centre at about sixty feet. How are 
you going to beat the shot?” 

There was a ring of triumph in the man’s voice. 

Wild had often practiced shooting at the ash of a cigar 
while Charlie held it in his mouth. 

Tt was an old trick of his, and all he had to do was to 
get the scout to stand so the end of his cigar was in a direct 
line with a bull’s-eye, and he could clip off the ash and 
hit the mark at the same time. 

He knew the crowd, which had gathered to more than 
a dozen by this time, would setile as to who the winner 
was, so he decided to do it that way, 

“Light a cigar, Charlie,” he said, coolly. 

Charlie knew what was required of him right away. 

“Right yer are, Wild,” he answered. 

“Hop, just fish the ace of hearts from the cards you 
have in your pockets.” ; 

“Allee light, Misler Wild,” and the Chinaman produced 
the card with alacrity. 

Our hero then nodded toward the tree stump. 

Both Charlie and Hop knew what to do. 

The Chinaman hastened for the tree, while the scout 
stepped off about half the distance between it and the 
young deadshot and remained standing there, puffing 
away at the cigar at a great rate, 

Hop could not shoot straight enough to hit a target, 
but he had a pretty good eye, just the same. 

He knew that the top of his head about come up to 
the line of Charlie’s mouth, so he pinned the card right 
on a line with the top of it. 

Wild nodded to him, and Hop stepped aside, leaving 
the centre of the card directly toward the boy. 

Then the scout looked first at the*card and then at 
Wild. 

He moved slightly so he was in the correct position, 
and puffed away, just as though he was enjoying the 
cigar. 

Dick Danks now partly understood what was up. 

He showed signs of being slightly uneasy. 

“Gentlemen,” said Wild, turning to the by-standers, 
“Mr, Danks just fired and hit the ace of hearts at this 
distance. He says his shot can only be duplicated, and not 
beaten. I want you to all watch me now, and then de- 
cide who wins the bet. Keep your eyes on the card, and 
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on the cigar in my partner’s mouth, too, for I am going 
to knock the ashes from the cigar and hit the card with 
the same bullet.” 

A low murmur of amazement went up from the men 
in the ercwd. 

It was evident that they had none of them ever seen 
such a feat attempted before. 

A deep silence came over them as the dashing young 
deadshot moved so he could get the right range. 

Wild stepped back a pace behind the line where Danks 
had stood, so to make sure that there could be no dispute 
of the distance, 

He pulled his Smith & Wesson from the holster and 
raised it above his head until the muzzle pointed to the 
zenith. 

Then a quick move brought it down to a line with the 
target. 

Crack! 

The sharp report rang out clear and distinct, 

The ash disappeared from Charlie’s cigar and the card 
moved perceptibly. 

Then a combined yell of admiration went up from the 
miners, while Dick Danks turned pale and remained stand- 
ing where he had taken his position after making his 
shot. 

“Plumb through ther centre of ther ace!” shouted the 
first man to get to the tree. 

“Young Wild West wins!” shouted Bill Groot, waving 
his hat. 

Then another shout went up. 

“You win,” said Danks, coolly., “I am no kicker.” 

“But you could do that, too, Dick,” spoke up Royle. 

“Maybe I could if I had any one to stand there with a 
eigar in his mouth for me. Do you want to do it?” 

“Oh, no! I wouldn’t risk anything like that.” 

“Well, I am beaten, then, and that’s all there is to it. I 
may get a chance to get back what I lost, though, before 
we leave this forsaken hole.” 

“Any time you want to try just let me know, Mr. 
Danks,” called out Wild. 3 

“Whoopee !” shouted Cheyenne Charlie. “Ther galoot 
never was born what kin beat Young Wild West shootin’ !” 

The stake money was handed over to, the winners, after 
which Danks nodded to our hero and said: 

“Maybe you are as good with the cards as you are with 
a shooter, Young Wild West.” 

“Maybe I am; but the Chinaman you wanted to exclude 
from the barroom can beat me all hollow! I reckon he 
can teach you the game, too!” 

“Fetch him along, then!” 


CHAPTER VIIL. 
POKER 


Hop was listening to what was being said, and before 
Wild could turn and tell him what was wanted of him he 
stepped forward and said: 

“Me allee samee bully boy with um glassee eye; me play 
dlaw pokee, so be, allee-samee Melican man.” 

“All right,” replied Dick Danks. “I never yet played 


. 


play with you, You said you could play draw poker?” 

“Pokee allee. samee velly goodee,” answered Hop, s 
ing in his bland way. i 

“All right. Sit down here, and I’ll show you what 
good, stiff game is.” 

At this juncture Jeddy Smithers, the peddler, cam 
followed by his brother Lon. 

“Hello! What’s this?” cried Jeddy, his small 
twinkling with pleasure as he saw the cards in the hi 
of Danks. “A little game, eh? Can’t I come in on 

“I haven’t any objections,” retorted the man, who i 
been beaten at shooting by Young Wild West. Sib 

“Me likee havee plenty play pokee, so be,” added a bi y 

“This is draw poker of a certain kind,” Danks explained, 
as Jeddy hurriedly got a chair and sat down. “You do 
your betting from the cards that are dealt to you, and — 
everything counts. A royal flush is the highest hand 
out. Straights and straight flushes count.” ‘eet 

“I guess I’ve seen. ther game played, stranger,” ob- Rag 
served the peddler. “They play it in Kansas sometimes.” ; 

“All right.” 

Danks laid the cards on the table and Hop promptly, 
picked them up and began carelessly shuffling them. ~ 

“Cut for deal,” said Danks. 

The Chinaman laid down the deck and they cut. A 

Since he had been looking for the aces while he was 
shuffling the cards, it was not surprising that Hop should 
cut one of them. 

He won the deal. By 

Dick Danks counted out a hundred dollars and caren # 
lessly tossed it on the table. SB 

Jeddy grinned and did likewise, while Hop gave a wad, SETT 
paused in the process of shuffling and put down a like IN 
amount, oY 

It was not strange that a number of interested specta- Pape 
tors should gather around the table. : 

Poker was not a new thing, by any means, at Lonesome! _ 
Licks, but the kind of game that was starting now was a 
little out of the general run. 

When he got his five cards Danks, without even looking 
at them, put down two hundred dollars. 

“There’s the bet,” he said, calmly. 

“Allee light,” answered Hop, and he met the amount 
and raised it two hundred. 

Jeddy Smithers was studying his cards. 

“T can’t see it,” he said, with a grin, “I’m out of this 
hand. 

“All right,” observed Danks, as he glanced at his cards 
and saw that he held three kings and a pair of jacks, 
“I guess PI stay in a while yet. I am not going to allow — 
a heathen to steal a not on me.” ee 

Hop grinned. b ; 

He was all right, for he had four aces. 

It might be that he did not get them in a strictly legit 
mate way, but he was up against a clever card sharp, and | 
he knew it, i 


cards of any sort with a Chinaman; but I suppose = Ha 
> “ies 


The Chinaman meant to win, if he possibly could. 
Four aces, without a draw, is a wonderful hand, so gam- 
blers declare. 
Even a full hand is seldom held that way, unless th 
is a trick in it. 
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There was a trick in this, as the reader can readily 
imagine. 

Hop had not fooled with the cards for a couple of min- 
utes for nothing. 

Dick Danks raised it a hundred this time, and as Hop 
drew his big roll to meet and raised him, Wild could not 
help noticing that the gambler’s eyes glistened. 

“He wants Hop’s money, but he won’t get it,” he 
thought, 

Hop raised it two hundred the next time, and then it 
was that Danks looked at him keenly. 

“You're a pretty good one, I guess,” he remarked. “But 
I'll try and see just “how good you are. PI raise you five 
hundred.” 

“Allee light; me meet you, so be, an’ len me makee fivee 
hundled more !” 

John Royle, who was standing close behind his friend, 
‘drew a long breath. 

A silence that was almost ectenin, came over the room. 

There was quite a pile of money at stake now, and the 
spectators were anxious to see the finish, 

Danks was playing the Chinaman for a sharper, but 
he had not thought that he held a better hand than he 
did until now. 

“TIl call you!” he exclaimed, without putting down the 
money. 

“Show uppee um money, and len me showee my hand, 
so be,” was the calm retort. 

Reluctantly the gambler pushed out the required 
amount. 

“Me gottee four lillee aces, so be,” said Hop, as he laid 
down the cards and scooped in the pile of money. “Me 
allee samee velly muchee smartee; me havee plenty luck 
so be.” 

John Royle involuntarily let his hand slip to the butt 
of his revolver, showing the sort of a man he was, 

But his fingers had no sooner touched the weapen when 
Charlie’s hand fell upon his arm. 

“No shootin’, I reckon,” said the scout, meaningly. 

“Oh! I never thought of anything like that,” was the 
quick reply. 

“Well, yer might go an’ do it without thinkin’. 
let go that shooter, an’ then no accident kin happen.” 

Royle obeyed instantly. 

“I reckon I don’t want no more of this,” said Jeddy 
Smithers, 
but now I know I don’t. You two kin go on an’ fight it 
out, if yer want ter; PI jest look on.” 

“T am not done yet, ” spoke up Danks. 
run for my money. It’s my deal.” 

“Lat light, ” nodded Hop. 

The gambler picked up the cards, straightened them 
out, fixing them at the same time, and then proceeded to 
shuffle them to his liking, 

Hop was quick as lightning with his eye, and he judged 
to a nicety and cut just ten cards from the top of the 
deck. 

He had an idea that those cards were the ones Danks 
had selected for the two hands, since he would be apt to 
put them together, so there would be no danger of oon 
them mixed with the rest. 


Jest 


“T want a good 


“I thought I knowed somethin’ about poker} 
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Then he would slip back the cut to the bottom of the 
pack and proceed to deal them out. 

But Hop was altogether too cunning for him. 

At that very moment zE had four kings in the sleeve of 
his coat. 

They were the kings that belonged to the deck, too: 

It had not been a hard DENET for him to get them, 
since his sleight-of-hand permitted him to get hold of 
them and hide them from sight, 

Just what Danks intended to do he did not know, of 
course, but he meant to get the best of him, no matter 
what it was. 

He was watching the villain closely, and when he 
had dealt only one card to him and was taking one for 
himself Hop stopped him by saying: 

“Take um cards flom um top; no takee flom um bottom 
of um pack, so be.” 

The gambler reddened. 

He had really stolen the card from the bottom so 
cleverly that no one had noticed it but Hop and Wild. 

He did not deny doing it, but called for the card he 
had given the Chinaman and said he would shuffle and 
deal over again. 

“Allee light,” said Hop, and he permitted him to do 
so. “You makee lillee mistakee lat timee; next time you 
havee better luck, so be.” 

Then he looked at the ceiling and grinned. 

Danks shuffled, but took particular care to keep certain 
cards of the pack together. 

He let Hop cut them again, and this time the clever 
Celestial did it in an off-handed way, cutting them near 
the middle of the pack, as a novice generally does. 

He did not care, so long as he could get hold of an ace, 


, |and that was what he was looking for. 


He let the cards fall so ht could catch a swift glance at 
the bottom of the pack when he dropped the cut, and he 
was well pleased when he caught sight of the ace of spades. 

Knowing where the card was, he never let his eye leave 
it. 

It seemed that he had charmed that particular ċard, for 
the third one he got on the deal was it. 

That was all he wanted now. 

He had broken the villain’s chances to beat him, unless 
he got a straight. 

But there was no danger of that now, as the cards had 
been changed just enough to spoil anything that had 
been arranged by the gambler. 

When the cards had been dealt Hop quietly slipped four 
of his cards up his sleeve and got out the four kings. 

Then he began betting for all he was worth. 

But Dick Danks did not bite very hard. 

He called him when he had put up a couple of hundred 
dollars, 

“T’m done!” he declared, when Hop scooped in the 
money with his four kings. “You are a good one, Mr. 
Heathen. I won’t try to beat you any more.” 

“Allee light,” answered Hop, smiling blandly; “me 
allee samee velly muchee smartee Chinee, so be.” 

“There is no mistake about that. I underestimated 
you.” 

“Undelestimatee is velly goodee,” grinned the China- — 
man. 


. There being nothing more to keep Wild and Charlie 
there, they left the saloon and went back to the camp, 
Hop going with them. 

“Now we'll take a little ride through Pilgrim Pass and 
see if we can find out anything about the phantom,” said 
our hero. 


CHAPTER IX. 
WILD MAKES A DISCOVERY AND TAKES A SUDDEN DROP 


Somehow our hero had got it in his head that the two 
men who called themselves Dick Danks and John Royle 
were in some way connected with the mystery of Pilgrim 
Pass. 

Though they had said or done nothing that- would indi- 
cate that such was the case, he could not help thinking 
that way. 

Reaching the camp, he called out to Jim to get ready 
to go along with them on a little ride. 

Jim was yery glad to go along, and he hastened to get 
his horse saddled. 

“Me likee go, too, Misler Wild,” said Hop. 
*flaid of um ghost, so be.” 

“Well, I guess the girls can get along here all right 
for an hour or so,” our hero replied. “Anyhow, Wing is 
here to guard them.” 

They all smiled at this, for they knew that Wing was 
not much at doing guard duty, or anything else outside 
of cooking and his regular line of work, 

But Wild had sized up the general run of the inhabi- 
tants of Lonesome Licks, and he had come to the con- 
clusion that they were a pretty good lot of men. 

There were very few among them who would not have 
been ready to protect a female, be she young or old. 

Hop was delighted at the opportunity to ride through 
Pilgrim Pass on a ghost hunt with Young Wild West and 
his partners. 

He soon had his piebald mustang ready, and when they 
mounted he was right after them. 

“Et, I guess PII leave you in charge of the camp,” said 
Wild, as he started to ride away. “I guess everything is 
all right around here; but you had better keep your eyes 
open, just the sanie.” 

“PIL do that, Wild, never fear,” replied the girl. 

Then the four set out, taking their rifles with them, 
all but Hop, who never carried such a weapon. 

He had an old-fashioned six-shooter on his person, 
which was loaded with powder and bullets, and a pretty 
good hunting knife. 

But he never kept them in sight. 

As we have stated, it was but two miles to the other 
end of the narrow gut that had been named Pilgrim Pass 
by somebody long before our friends came that way. 

The place where the skeleton had appeared in the flash 
of light was-but a couple of hundred yards from the be- 
ginning of it. 

Two miles is a very short ride, indeed, but our friends 
did not hurry to cover it, 

They Tode along with their horses at a walk part of 
the time. 


“Me no 
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Wild and his partners were taking in both sides of the 
path as they rode. f 

Our hero was determined to find out who was responsi+ 
ble for the phantom trick. 

He had learned from Bill Groot that no robberies had — 
been committed in or around Lonesome Licks, so that — 
made it appear that the trick was.just put up for a scare. + 

But there was and must be some end in it, and that 
was what Wild wanted to find out. i 

He noticed that there were many places on both sides 
where caves and other hiding places might possibly exist, 
but he did not dismount. 

“We'll go right to the spot where the phantom ap- 
peared last night,” he said, “Then we’ll get off our horses — 
and have a good look around the vicinity.” t: 

“That’s ther ticket, Wild!” exclaimed the scout. “Tf 
we don’t find out somethin’ now we will to-night, an’ yer. 
kin bet on it!” j 

“Well, I intended to wait until to-night,” answered 
Wild. “But when I saw those two strangers over at the 
saloon I changed my mind.” 


A 


“You think they may belong to the gang that is re- SA: 


sponsible for the phantom trick, eh, Wild?” spoke up 
Jim. 

“Well, yes, I have some such an idea.” 

“So have I,” spoke up the scout, “They look ter me 
as though they was jest that kind of galoots. I wouldn’t 
be surprised a bit if it was them what made that skeleton” 
dance afore us last night.” 

“Well, it might be,” Dart admitted. “But I haven’t 
seen them, so I can’t just form an opinion.” 

They were not long in reaching the spot they had start- 
ed for, even though they did let their horses walk part of 
the way. 

Once there Wild dismounted and the rest did likewise. 

“Now, then,” said he, “Hop will stay right here with 
the horses, while we climb up there and make a thor- 
ough search.” 

“Allee light, Misler Wild,” answered the Chinaman; 
“me stay light here, so be.” 

Our hero had his eye on the broken branch that hung 
down over the pass. 

He had got it in his head that it was from this that 
the dancing skeleton had been suspended. 

“We will go up there at different places, boys,” he said. 
“Then we will head for that broken tree at the top of 
the cliff and meet there.” 

“Right yer are,” said Charlie, while Jim nodded 4 
provingly. 

Then they all looked up and down the pass as far as 
they could see, and each set out for some particular point 
they had in mind. 

Strange, as it may seem, neither Headed for the same 
spot. 

Wild went toward the end of the pass, Charlie chose. a 
point about twenty ‘yards up the pass. 

Wild was not long in finding that He could ascend a: 
the spot he had picked out for the purpose, and he went — 
up in a hurry. S: 

Once at the top of the cliff, he turned his gaze in the ji 
direction of the broken tree. 
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Both his partners were out of sight, since the vines 
ae and bushes shut them off. 
<a Our hero found that he would have to work off from the 
© “cliff a little in order to get there, so he began climbing 
_ over the crags and forcing his way through the tangled 
_ maze of shrubbery that was so common on the mountain 
` sides in that region. 
In a couple of minutes he reached a comparatively 
- clear spot and then he paused and took a good look at his 
surroundings, 

z Suddenly he became conscious of an odor of smoke, and 
k with that clue, he looked for the smoke. 

He was not surprised when he saw a thin column rising 
from a small crevice something like fifty yards away. 

It was not far from the edge of the cliff where the smoke 
| came from, either, and that made him feel as though he 
~ had made a discovery that was of great importance. 

Cautiously he made his way toward the spot. 

There was no doubt that the smoke came from a cave 
somewhere, but the burning fuel that caused it must have 
z been of some very light and dry kind, for the smoke was 

very thin, - 
Wild crept up and was soon right at the crevice. 
One look atsit convinced him that it was not the first 
time smoke had come through it. 
There was soot there, 
Wild tried.to look down, but there was just enough of 
_ the smoke rising to prevent him from doing so with any 


ae gegree of success. 
“Well,” he muttered, under his breath, “this smoke 


= could not be seen from the pass below, as there are too 
many trees to hide it. When it gets above them it is about 
wasted, I suppose. Anyhow, one could not see it from 
there, for they could not look this far on account of the 


ae 


cliff.” 
_ He arose to his feet and looked for the broken tree. 
It was not to be seen from where he stood. 


~ .., The distance to it could not have been more than a 
Sonne of hundred feet, either. 
= But the shrubbery was very dense right there, 
After he had thought a moment our hero decided to 
try and get into the cave that he was now certain was 
below him. 
“He followed the crevice along until he came to the 
spot where it ended, which was right against a big, flat 
» rock. 
st “I guess there is no chance to get in here,” he thought, 
PB. he half arose and leaned against the rock. 

Just then something happened that made him think 
differently right away. 

The rock moved slightly, and before he could get his 
weight off it over it went! 

Wild tried to catch himself, but it was too late. 

He went sprawling over the big flat rock, which tipped 
the second time, and then down he went into an opening 
in the ground. 

The brave boy went head first, too, but he put out his 
hands to catch himself and found himself sliding down 
a sharp incline, 

Bump! 
“© He struck the bottom and remained still, while a shower 
af dirt and stones came down upon him, 


But the stones were scarcely more than pebbles, and 
beyond a slight bruise or two he was not injured in the 
least. 

“T reckon I found a way to get down here all right!” 
he exclaimed under his breath. ‘That was altogether too 
sudden, though. But it is all right, I suppose. Now 
I'll see if I can’t find where that fire is burning.” 

It was dark as a pocket where he had landed, but Young 
Wild West was not the least disturbed. 

He had been surprised when he felt himself going, that 
was all. 

That he had landed in some part of the cavernous place 
from whence the smoke came he was pretty sure, for he 


was not more than thirty feet from the spot when he took _ 


the sudden drop, 

He listened for the space.of a minute, but not a sound 
could he hear. 

Then he arose to his feet and found that the natural 
ceiling was a couple of feet or more above his head. 

He looked up the slant that he had slid down so uncere- 
moniously and could see the bushes and trees outside. 

“Its all right, I guess,” he muttered, as he gripped his 
revolver. “If I am attacked by any one they will be apt to 
know that they have met a worthy foe.” 

Just then the unmistakable sounds made by footfalls 
came to his ears. 


CHAPTER X. 
HOP’S REMARKABLE DISAPPEARANCE 


Cheyenne Charlie was the first to reach the place where 
the broken tree was rooted at the top of the cliff. 

The scout looked around for a sight of Wild or Jim, 
but could see nothing of them. 

He crept up close to the root of the tree and leaned 
over. 

Hop was standing directly under the hanging limb, in 
the act of lighting a cigar. 

The scout grinned, 

He could generally figure out something comical about 
the Chinaman, and he was almost tempted to throw some- 
thing down at him. ‘ 

While he leaned over and looked ‘down he heard a slight 
rustle in the grass near him. b 

Instantly his eyes were turned that way. 

At first Charlie thought it was a snake that he saw, 
buta second glance told him that it was a rope, smooth 
and oily. 

Tt seemed to be moving outward over the edge of the 
cliff, and with distended eyes he watched to see what 
would happen. 

But he did not lose his nerve. i 

Gripping his revolver tightly, he waited. 

Suddenly he saw a net drop downward as quick as a 
flash. 

Just where it came from he did not know, but the 
next thing he became conscious of was the sight of the 
Chinaman wriggling in its folds. 

Then, before the astonished Hop had time to utter a ery, 
he was whisked upward and out of sight! 


i 
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“Great gimlets!” gasped the scout. “Where did ther 
heathen go ter?” 

But he was gone, and that was all there was to it! 

Charlie leaned outward, but failed to catch sight of the f 
cliff beneath him, since he was on a ledge that projected 
out several feet beyond the rugged face of rock. 

He waited to hear a shout for help from Hop, but none 
came, 


This but added to the mystery. 

As has been stated before, there was considerable super- 
stition about the scout. 

He crouched there in silence, utterly unable to. account 
for the mysterious happening. 

Right before his very eyes Hop had been caught in a 
net and whisked out of sight! 

It seemed incredible, but when he had rubbed his eyes 
and thumped himself a couple of times he knew it was 
no dream. 

For the space of five minutes he sat there, trying hard 
to think of what to do. 

Just as he had made up his mind to go and find Wild 
and report to him, Jim Dart appeared right at his elbow. 

Jim had been working his way cautiously to the given 
point, and he was now face to face with the scout. 

“What is the matter, Charlie?” he asked, noticing the 
pallor on his face. 

“Hop just got scooped up in a net an’ he’s gone 1” he 
answered, in a low whisper. 

“What !” ` 

“That’s right, Jim. -I never seen anything done so 
quick in my life.” 

Jim leaned over and looked down into the pass. 

There were the four horses, but Hop was gone, sure 
enough. 

He became very uneasy right away and demanded fo 
know just what had happened, 

The scout told him in a few words, 

He was getting back to his old self now, and he was 
ready to make it warm for whoever it was that had spir- 
ited the Chinaman away in such a sudden manner. 

Dart was much mystified. 

“We must find Wild right away,” he said. \ 

Charlie nodded. 

Then they both started in the direction they knew our 
hero must come from to get there. 

As {nck would have it,.they kept near the edge of 
the cliff and passed the spot where the boy had tumbled 
into the hole. - 

They kept on going and were getting further away all 
the while, 

At last they found that they must turn off from the 
cliff in order to get any further. 

This they- did. 

It was not more than two minutes before they struck 
the trail Wild had made. 

They followed it eagerly. 

Then they soon came to the place where the smoke had 
been showing from the crevice. 

There was none coming out now, but they could smell 
it, and ready for anything that might turn up, they kept 


on. 
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Right to the hole they crept, and then they ead 
looked at each other. 

They were both of the same mind now, 

Wild had gone down into the opening. 

Jim leaned over the edge and listened. i 
He could hear nothing at first; but just as he was going 
to draw back his head he heard the voice of Hop, but not 

very distinct. 

Charlie heard it, too, and We looked relieved. 

“He ain’t dead, anyhow,” he whispered. 
reckon one of us has got ter go down there.” 

“Yes,” was the reply. 

“Tl go; you stay here an’ watch.” 

“All right.” fs $ 

The scout let his feet go over the edge of the hole e 
made ready to descend, F 

He could see the bottom, and that was all he wanted. 

The next moment he was sliding ¢autiously down the 
short descent. i 

Reaching the bottom, he listened for a moment. 

“Hello, Charlie!” 

The whispered salute came from the darkness, but he 
recognized the voice as Wild’s right away: 

“Where are yer?” he asked. 

“This way.” $ 

Charlie moved forward softly. i 

The next moment he found himself rigħt BELON the is 
figure of his young leader. 

As dark as it was, he could distinguish his eae 

“Did yer hear anything of Hop?” he asked. 

“Yes, and Ive been puzzled to know how he got in 
here.” eu 
The scout quickly whispered the whole thing to him. | 

Wild was astonished. bs 

He had heard the Chinaman’s voice about two or three 
minutes before Charlie came down into the hole. 3 

It was only natural that he should be amazed, for had — 
he not given the Chinaman orders to stay down in th 
pass with the horses? 

It was a sort of passage that he had dropped into, and 
he had been busy trying to find a way to get to where 
the Chinaman was, 

Hop’s voice came from the other side of what appeare 
to be a rock wall, and as he had been’ declaring that he 
was “velly muchee smartee,” Wild could not tell whether 
he was a prisoner or not. i P 

He thought it might be that he had climbed up the 
cliff in some way and found the way to get into th 
cave. 

But what Charlie had told him explained it partly. 

Having learned that Jim was outside, Wild felt satis- 
fied to go on with his investigating. 

“Come on,” he said. “I have an idea that there are 
not more than one or two in there, besides Hop. We'll 
find a way to get there pretty soon.” 

“ An’ then I reckon we'll know somethin’ about ther 
Phantom of Pilgrim Pass, Wild.” 
“T reckon so,” was the reply. 

Feeling their way, they moved cautiously through the 
passage. è 

They went along for about fifty feet, and then t 
could hear voices very close by. 


“Jim, I 
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konk: was that of Hop and the other that of an Ameri- 
ean. 
The American was talking in an ugly sort of way, but 
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“See here!” they heard the man in conversation with 
im say. “I’ve asked yer three or four times where yer 
as goin’ with them horses, All you say is that you're a 
ery smart Chinee, an’ all that, Now jest answer me, 
or PI fet daylight through yer!” 
“Me takee horses to um camp ‘boutee fivee miles away, 
_ so he,” Hop answered. 
“Ah! Why in thunder couldn’t yer say so afore? 
Well, I reckon yer won’t go any further jest now. Tl 
_ keep yer here till ther boss comes back. When I hap- 
we x pened ter look down in ther pass an’ see yer there I re- 
` membered that he said he was goin’ ter try an’ hire a 
Chinee ter do our cookin’. I thought it would be a good 
chance ter git one, so I gobbled yer up putty quick.” 
“Makee allee samee velly muchee quick, so be,” the 
~~ (Chinaman admitted. 
“Yes, I sorter s’prised yer, I guess,” and the man 
~ laughed, 
“Net allee samee catchee *lound um neck, so me no 
makee holler, allee Samee.” 
Again the man laughed, and Wild and Charlie followed 
- suit, but not so loud, and for another cause entirely. 
“Do yer thitik you'd like ter stay here an’ be cook fur 
Bee of us; or would yer rather be killed an’ chucked in a 
dark hole?” went on Hop’s captor. 
“Me likee cookee, so be,” the Chinaman answered, 
K “quickly. “Me allee samee likee goodee job. How muchee 
cs a w 
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$ Enas light; me no wolly.” 
nE A Put then Wild discovered that the portion of rock he 
as leaning against was loose, 
“I guess we'll go in there, Charlie,” he whispered. 
- Then he gave a hard push and a flood of light fell upon 
them. . 


CHAPTER XI. 
WILD IS STUMPED. 


- Hop had been almost strangled by the meshes of the 
net that had caught him, and that was why he had not 
shouted for help. 

He was drawn upward for about fifteen feet and then 
he went into an opening between two jutting rocks. 

The opening was not much more than large enough to 
admit him, either, and once through it his captor pushed 
a slab of rock over it. 

The Chinaman was quickly bound u then the net was 
removed from him, 

“T jest reckon we want a John Chitiaman here,” said 
he man, who was a rascally looking fellow of middle age. 
his are ther headquarters of ther Phantom of Pil- 
ass, and ther phantom likes his grub cooked good.” 
fé no undelstand,” Hop protested. 
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Then the villain asked him where he was going with 
the four horses, and the Chinaman evaded the question 
by declaring that he was a very smart Chinee. 

He was at length taken into a cave through a passage 
where there was an oil lamp burning. 

Hop remained pretty cool, and he tried his best to evade 
answering the question that was put to him several times, 
just because he could not think of a suitable answer to 
give on the spur of the moment. 

He knew that the man did not know that Young Wild 
West and his partners were in the vicinity, and that made 
him feel rather pleased, for he knew it was a pretty sure 
thing that they would find a way to get him out of the 
scrape he was in. 

“Velly stlange,” he thought, “Me stay still, and Mis- 
ler Wild and him partners go lookee for um skeleton. Ley 
no gittee catchee, and me gittee catchee.” 

Hop was wishing to get his hands free. 

If he could only do that he felt: that he could get the 
best of his captor. 

After he had answered the query as to where he had 
been going, and had agreed to hire out as a cook, he 
thought surely that he would be liberated of his bonds. 

What the villain, who had so neatly dropped the net 
over him would have done will never be known, for at 
that moment a thin piece of slate-like rock fell over near 
them and Young Wild West leaped into the cave, revolver 
in hand. 

Cheyenne Charlie was right behind him, too. 

“I guess you won't need the Chinaman for a cook, you 
sneaking coyote!” exclaimed Wild, as he covered the as- 
tonished man, “Just hold up your hands, or off goes the 
top of your head !” 

The villain was so badly surprised that he staggered 
back against the wall and looked at the newcomers in a 
dazed sort of way. 

“Up with your hands!” Stanstead the young see 
shot. 

Then up went his hands. 

‘Charlie quickly cut Hop loose. 

“Me velly muchee “bligee, Misler Charlie,” said the 
Chinaman, smiling in his bland way. 

“Don’t mention it,” and the scout grinned. 

“This is a fine place you have got here to rig up schemes 
to scare travellers,” Wild observed, as he disarmed the 
man. “Your skeleton did not scare us, though, I made 
up my mind to find out all about it, and I guess I am in 
a fair way to do it.” 


“I ain’t done nothin’ wrong,” custard the fellow, 
doggedly. “Yer ain’t got no sight ter treat me this way. 
If I’m here it don’t say that I am a bad man, No one’s 
ever been hurt by me. I ain’t no thief, either, Pl have 
yer ter know.” 

“T suppose not,” our hero replied, “You are playing 
the ghost trick just for fun, I suppose. You are not 
doing it to frighten people away from here.” 

“As sure as yer live, all T ever done in ther line of 
ghost business was done fur fun!” exclaimed the man; 
and he spoke as though he meant every word of it. “T’ve 
been here only three or four days now, an’ I’ve jest got 
things in workin’ order. I’m a man what believes in sur- 
prisin’ folks in general. If I was a robber or a thief I 
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wouldn’t put out no sich game as you’re talkin’ about; Pa 
go it on ther sly. You've got in here, but that won’t do 
yer any good, “cause you can’t find out nothin’. If yer 
search ther place over an’ over agin, yer won't find 
nothin’. An’ yer kin het yer last dollar that I won’t tell 
yer nothin’! Yer kin take me ter Lonesome Licks, if yer 
want ter. An’ yer kin have me tried, if yer feel like 
doin’ it. But I ain’t no robber, nor I never killed no one 
yet.” 

“What is your name?” Wild asked. 

“Teddy Hagan is my name. I’m a good mechanic, an’ 
a sort of inventor, an’ I left Denver ter come down here 
ter practice on some of my inventions.” 

He spoke in such an open, fearless way that RL was 
not a little puzzled. 

If nothing more than flashing a bright light and show- 
ing a dancing skeleton in the pass could be proven against 
him he certainly would have the best of it, 

But he had heard him threaten to kill Hop if he failed 
to agree to go to work for the occupants of the cave, so 
he asked him about this. 

“Well, I'll admit that I said he’d be killed if he didn’t 
want ter be cook fur us,” he said. “But I only said that 
ter scare him. I knowed he was nothin’ but a heathen, 
yer know.” 

“You said when the boss came back he would be killed. 
Now who is the boss?” 

“That’s fur you ter find out—not fur me ter tell.” 

“Oh! that’s how it is, eh? Well, you just tell us all 
about it, or you'll get what you threatened the Chinaman 
with !” 

Té emphasize. his words Wild leveled his revolver at the 
man’s breast. 

“Oh! you don’t mean that any more than I did when 
I told ther heathen he would have ter die,” said Teddy 
Hagan, and he laughed in our hero’s face, 

Wild was stumped. 

He had a peculiar sort of man to deal with. 

“I guess you'll find out that I mean business pretty 
soon,” said the young deadshot, stepping back a few 
paces. “I am going to clip a piece off your right ear 
with a bullet, jest to show you how straight I can shoot. 
Maybe you have heard of me? I am Young Wild West.” 

“T knowed who yer was ther minute I seen yer,” was 
the calm rejoinder. “Tve seen yer in Denver; but it ain't 
likely yer ever seen me,” 

Wild knew that the other members of the gang that 
infested the cave might come along at any moment, but 
‘he felt that he must make good his threat. 

Teddy Hagan was standing in the full light shed out 
by the oil lamp and his right ear, which stuck out consid- 
erable, showed up very plain. 

Crack! 

The young deadshot fired quickly, and the villain 
clapped his hand to his ear in a hurry. 

The bullet had barely grazed the lobe, but the blood 
was started, however. 

He looked at his fingers and saw the crimson stain, 
and then nodded and said: 

“T ain’t afraid; go on an’ shoot ther other one. A few 
drops of blood ain’t nothin’ ter lose. Young Wild West 


ain’t ther sort of a feller ter kill a man in cold blood. ia “ 
ain’t no robber, nor did I ever kill anybody.” Ei 

“Boys, take a look through the cave, and hurry a lit- © 
tle,” Wild remarked, satisfied that he could get nothing. ; 
out of the man. “PI stay here and talk to this galoote) 
while you’re at it.” 

The two obeyed, but in less than five minutes they ca 
back and reported that they could discover nothing b 
yond the fact that there was a rope running down a creda 
in the cliff, 

They had failed to even find the net that had scooped — 
up Hop so neatly. 

“T guess you may as well give it up,” said Hagan, smil- 
ing at them. 

“Me takee lillee lookee with Misler Wild,” the clever 
Chinaman suggested. “Misler Charlie stay here, Maybe 
better luck, so be.” 

“All right, Hop; we'll try it.” 

Just then Jim showed up through the passage. 

He had heard the shot Wild had fired, and after wait-_ 
ing for a few minutes he thought he had better come» h h 
and find out what it meant. 

He was soon made acquainted with the facts of the 
rather mystifying case. 

“He won't tell you anything, eh?” Jim observed, look- 
ing at the prisoner, sharply. “ Maybe he will when we get 
him to Lonesome Licks, and put a rope around his neck.” 

“TI take my chances on that,” answered Hagan, 
“Young Wild West ain’t ther one ter harm a man fur 
nothin’. If I’ve got a secret, an’ no one’s hurt by it, there © ll 
ain’t no reason that I ain’t got a right ter keep it.” 

There was considerable logic in what he said, so after . A 
trying a little further without success Wild, Jim and i &. 
Hop went through the cave. p 

It was not a very large one, so far as they ond Be 
see, but they were satisfied that they had not seen it all 
when they got through the search. 

That there were cleverly concealed doors, they felt sur feins 

But to find them was the thing. wre 

After thinking it over Wild decided. to take Hawa to 
Lonesome Licks and hold him that night. , ae 

“We will come over and see if the phantom appears =~ 
when he is not here,” he said. K 

“You'll find that he’ll show up jest ther same,” said 
Hagan, with a smile. “He aint human, an’ there ain’t 
nothin’ human what kin stop him from showin’ up on 


dark nights.” A: | 
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CHAPTER XII. 
ARIETTA IS CAUGHT. 


When wild and his partners had been gone from the 
camp about half an hour Arietta took a notion to ride 
through the pass and see what success they were meet- 
ing with. 

The fact that Wild had left her incharge of the camp 
made no difference to her, 

She had a mind of her own, and when she took a notio 
to do a thing she generally did it. 
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(nna and Eloise advised her to stay right where she 

is, but Arietta only shook her head.¢ 

~ _ “I am satisfied that there is a gang of villains located 

_ somewhere close to where the phantom showed last night,” 

j she said. “It may be that Wild, Charlie and Jim will get 

' caught napping by them. In such a case [ might come 
na very handy.” 

“But Hop has gone with them, too,” Anna protested. 

“He has a great way of rendering good service by his 
_  sleight-of-hand work.” 

= “Oh! Hop is all right in some cases, But I want to 
ride as far as the place where the phantom showed, un- 

_less I should rheet them coming back. I guess you can 

take care of the camp. Wing is asleep over there, so he 

won't know whether any one steals the whole outfit or 
not. I’m off, girls!” 

A She quickly saddled her horse, and then mounting, 
~ waved her hand to Anna and Eloise and turned through 
Pilgrim Pass. 

_ One thing the girl never thought of, and that was that 

_ she might be followed. 

Tf she had looked behind her she would have seen two 
horsemen just starting from the Good Cheer House. 

They were Dick Danks and John Royle. 

The villains had hardly expected to see such a beauti- 
ful girl in Lonesome Licks, 

They evidently had not been aware that Young Wild 
= Wests party contained three females. 
= “By jove!” exclaimed Danks, as he watched Arietta 
ride off at a canter up the pass. “There goes a real 

Western beauty, John, I must get a better view of her.” 

$ “Well, she is going right our way, Dick,” was the 
* reply. 
i They rode away, having given it out in the saloon that 
they wanted to look around the vicinity a bit. 
The two men were not long in overtaking Arietta, 
She had not covered much more than half a mile. 
When she saw them ride up she eyed them rather 
= sharply, and loosened the revolver that was hanging in a 
holster from her belt. 
“Good morning, Miss,” said Dick Danks, doffing his 
hat. “T am surprised to meet such a charming girl in 
these wild parts.” 

“You must not be surprised at anything these days, 
stranger,” answered Arietta, allowing her horse to con- 
tinue at a walk. 

“T guess you are right on that, Miss,” spoke up Royle, 
and then he laughed and nodded approvingly. 

“Do you live near here?” Danks asked. 

“T am stopping in Lonesome Vicks,” the girl replied. 

F “Ts that so? Why, so are we. We just arrived here 
___ this morning.” 
~ Arietta was not the least bit afraid of them, be they 
_ friends or foes. 

She expected to meet her dashing young lover at any 
minute, so-that meant that she would be safe. 

“We only arrived at Lonesome Licks this morning, 
00,” she said. 
= “We? Are there many belonging to your party?” ques- 

oned Danks. 

È “Oh! there are eight of us, counting the two China- 
n.” 
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“Chinamen, eh? Is the one they call Hop with your 
party?” 

“Yes, Hop is our all around man. 
Chinaman, too.” 

Well, I happen ‘to know something about him. 
him over in the saloon.” 

Arietta had heard Wild say héw they had met two 
strangers at the saloon, and how Hop had beaten one of 
them at his own game, and she promptly put the two 
men riding at her side down as the same two. 

But our hero had not hinted that he thought there 
was anything wrong about them. 

He had not taken time to go over the subject before 
he left to go and investigate the skeleton mystery. 

But the girl did not like the looks of either of them. 

“Where are you going, if I may ask?” Danks asked, 
after a short pause, 

“T am just taking a ride through the pass. 
to go in the daytime, isn’t it?” 

“Why, I suppose it is. Why do you ask that ques- 
tion?” 

“Well, at night time there is a sort of ghost here.” 

“A ghost! Why, you don’t believe in such things, do 
you?” 

“No, but I believe in skeletons, though.” 

“You don’t consider them very pleasant to view, do 
your? 

“Oh! no; I can’t say as I do. 
the Phantom of Pilgrim Pass?” 

“No, We heard the miners talking about it,” answered 
Royle, “We did not come through the pass when we 
came here, you know, and it was this morning when we 
arrived, too.” 

“And I suppose you are taking a ride through here 
now just to see if there are any signs of the phantom 
in the daytime?” 

“You have struck it just right, Miss—— 

“Murdock is my name, sir.” : 

“Ah! I am glad to know it. My name is Danks, and 
this is my friend Mr. Royle. We belong up in Denver 
when we are home.” : ; 

Danks was talking in a very gentlemanly way now. 

The fact was that he had become smitten by the charms 
of the beautiful girl. 

It was a case of love at first sight, as far as he was 
concerned. 

The villain meant to get better acquainted with her, 
too. 

Arietta was not slow to notice his manner. 

“He is growing too much interested in me, by far,” 
she thought.. “T will have to crush him pretty soon.” 

By this time they had covered over half the distance to 
the mouth of Pilgrim Pass. ` 

As Wild and his partners had not showed up yet, Ari- 
etta was beginning to think that something had happened 
to them. 

“T am looking for that phantom, too,” she said, sud- 
denly. “T have an idea that I will find out just how 
the skeleton and flashlight is worked.” 

“You do, eh?” 

Danks and Royle exchanged glances, 


He is a wonderful 


I met 


It is safe 


Didn’t you ever see 


Then the girl began to think that they knew more about 
the Phantom of Pilgrim Pass than they cared to tell. 

She thought she would go one better on them. 

“Young Wild West is around somewhere, looking to 
solve the mystery at this very minute. 

“Young Wild West?” echoed Danks, showing consid- 
erable surprise. “Is hé your friend?” 

“I should say he was! I don’t mind letting you know 
that I expect to be his wife when we both become 
old enough.” 

Just the vestige of a scowl appeared on the brow of the 
man. \ 

“Engaged to be married, eh? Well, I am sorry to 
hear that, for I hoped I might have a chance.” 

“Ha, ha, ha!” 

Arietta’s silvery laugh hoed through the narrow pass. 

“Don’t get any such an idea as that in your head, Mr. 
Danks,” she said. “You don’t suppose a girl is going to 
pick up with every stranger that comes along, even if she 
. is not engaged to be married, do you? Why, I would as 
soon marry the skeleton we saw last night as to marry 
you.” 

She found out she had made a mistake the moment 
the words left her lips, but, nothing daunted, she tossed 
her head to show that she meant it. 

A queer gleam came in the eyes of Danks, and once 
more he exchanged glances with his friend. 

Arietta knew well enough that she was in danger. 

But her revolver was within a few inches of her hand, 
and if she failed to use that she had another hidden in 
the bosom of her dress. 

She began to think pretty hard now. 

Suppose Wild and his partners had been caught in a 
trap by the gang of villains who worked the phantom 
trick ? 

If such was the case, and these two men belonged to the 
gang of villains, as she now thought they did, she would 
be in a pretty bad box. 

She edged away from them and put her horse to a faster 
gait, 

Both men followed suit, though they did not draw up 
any closer to her. 

“We will see you safely as far as you £0, and then, if 
you wish it, we ‘will ride back to the mining camp with 
you,” said Royle, a peculiar smile playing about his lips. 

“I don’t wish it,” was the quick rejoinder. “I am quite 
able to take care of myself, as you will find out if the 
time comes for me to show it.” 

“Ah! is that so?” 

“Yes, that is so.” 

“Can you shoot anything like Young Wild pee “i 

“Something like him, Mr. Danks.” 

In a very few minutes they came to the at where 
the phantom had showed the night before. 

It was near noon now, and as Arietta looked up at the 
brokén tree she found the sun nearly over her head. 

She brought her horse to a halt. 

At that very moment Dick Danks, who had been car- 
tying his hand in his coat pocket for the past couple of 
minutes, suddenly wheeled his horse and thrust a hand- 
kerchief over the girl’s mouth and nostrils. 

She struggled to get away, for she knew it was chlo- 
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roform the villain was administering to her. But it was 
no use, and soon she sank back in his arms, unconscious, 

“Now, for the cave, Royle,” said Danks, exultantly, “It 
is a good idea to carry a bottle of chloroform around with 
you, I guess.” . 


CHAPTER XIII. 
HAGAN TURNS THE TABLES ON OUR FRIENDS. 


Young Wild West and his partners cam on out of the 
cave by the way they had entered it, Hop leading the 


.| prisoner behind them. 


They had failed to discover anything that would lead 
to exposing the phantom trick. 

They went down into the pass by the shortest cut, and, 
reaching it, found that their horses had strayed off some- 
where. 

Wild looked around for the prints of their hoofs and 
soon found that the animals had gone on through, prob- 
ably in search of grass. 

“Come on,” he said, “I guess we will soon find them.” 

Though he knew there must be horses somewhere in 
' the cavernous place they had just left, our hero had been 
unable to find any. 

It was a secret place for fair. 

But he meant to try it again, and the next time if 
would be in the night. 

It was now close to noon, and they were all anxious ‘to 
get back to Lonesome Licks, 

Near the edge of the pass they found all four of the 
hores grazing in a contented way. 

“Don’t you think you had better let me go, an’ wait 
till I do somethin’ that’s wrong afore yer try ter punish 
me?” asked Teddy Hagan, a little nervously, now that he 
saw the horses, and knew it was a pretty sure thing that 
he was going to be taken to the mining camp. 

“I guess you'll go right along with us,” answered our 
hero. “We will find out what sort of a man you are later 
on, You are not the only one connected with the phantom 
business. You told the Chinaman he was to cook for 
three. I guess I know who the other two are.” 

“Maybe yer do, an’ maybe yer don’t.” 

“Well, if I don’t you can bet I won’t be many hours 
finding out.” 

“Yer might be a very smart young feller, Young Wild. 
West, but you’ve stacked up-ag’in ther wrong kind of 
game this time. There ain’t nothin’ crooked about me 
an’ my pards. If we’re responsible fur a little ghost busi- 
ness that don’t say that we’re robbers.” 

The man kept declaring that he was not a robber or a 
rourderer, but never once declared that he was not a 
villain. 

. But Wild had caught him, and he made up his mind to 
take him to Lonesome Licks. 

Then something about him might be learned. 


Hagan was put on the Chinaman’s horse and tied se- PE 


curely. and then Hop got on with him. 
Wild and his partners mounted, and then they set out” 
for the mining kian 
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a ate But that was not to be, so, all unconscious of what had 
i _ happened to his sweetheart, when she was within a stone’s 
_ throw of him, Young Wild West rode back through Pil- 
a, grim Pass, satisfied that he had struck a puzzle in the 
person of Teddy Hagan. 
+ Our friends went direct to the camp when they rode 
into Lonesome Licks, 
= They found Anna and Eloise waiting for them, with 
‘expressions of deep anxiety on their faces. 

“Didn’t you meet Arietta?” was the first question Anna 
asked. 

< Wild looked at her in surprise. 

| “Why, where is she?” he queried, showing the ldast bit 

of excitement. 

» “She would go out to meet you, Wild. We tried our 
i hest to make her stay here with us. But she would go,” 
spoke up Eloise. 3 

“Well, it’s mighty funny we didn’t meet her, then,” 
said the scout, “Weve jest come clean through from ther 
~~ other end of ther pass.” 

_. Jim looked amazed. 

“How long has she been gone?” he asked. | 

“Not more than fifteen minutes at the most,” his 
sweetheart answered, 

“And it is just about that long ago since we started to 
ride through,” Wild remarked, shaking his head in a puz- 
zled way. “It i$ strange that we did not meet her. Did 
any one else ride through into the pass after she left?” 

“Yes,” replied Anya, looking at Eloise, nervously ; “two 
men went into the pass right after Arietta did.” 

“Ah! I begin to understand it now.” 

The boy was now as cool as an iceberg. 

“Boys,” he added, turning to Charlie and Jim, “the 
two men who rode into Pilgrim Pass after Arietta have 
caught her, and the chances are that they have taker 
her right into the cave we left a short time ago. It is 
quite easy to guess who they are.” 

“They're Danks an’ Royle, of course,” spoke up the 
scout. 

A smile crept over the face of their prisoner at this. 

Our hero noticed this. 

“T guess you are beginning to show up what you are,” 
he said, shaking his finger at him, meaningly. 

“T don’t know what you’re talkin’ about,” was the re- 
tort. 

x “Don’t you? Well, PI tell you, then. If your two 
partners have abducted the girl you heard us speak of just 
: now, you will hang, just as sure as my name is Young 
$ 
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Wild West !” 

The man turned pale, showing that he was beginning 
to lose some of the remarkable coolness he had shown 
right along. 

_ “Why, what could I have ter do with ther men you’re 
talkin’ about?” he faltered. 

1 “A whole lot. You might as well admit right now 
‘that Dick Danks and John Royle are your two partners 
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“All right. But you heard just what I said, You can 
think over it after you’re locked up. Come, boys! We'll 
take him oyer’and have him placed in the lockup. They 
must have one here.” 

Wild was out for business in earnest now. 

The prisoner was taken over to the front of the store, 
and in less than two minutes there was a small crowd 
around him. 

Tt was noon, and as the miners were coming home to 
get the noonday meal he would soon have them all around 
him. 

As the man who ran the saloon came out he asked him 
how long the two strangers had been gone, 

The time of their departure tallied with Arietta’s, so 
tliere was no mistake about it. 

The miners were surprised to see a prisoner there, but 
when one of them suddenly shouted that it was Teddy 
Hagan, with his whiékers shaved off, there was a rush for 
him. 

Wild was glad to think that the man was known by 
them, for now he hoped to get something out of him. 

But the miners all seemed to be rather pleased than 
otherwise at seeing the man. 

“Where have yer been fur ther last two weeks, Teddy?” 
one of them asked him. 

“Out in Pilgrim Pass, working up the phantom busi- 
ness,” Wild answered before the prisoner could open his 
mouth, 

A hush came over the crowd right away. 

“That’s a lie, boys!” shouted Hagan, “These galoots 
found me in a cave out on one side of ther pass, an’ they 
made me a prisoner. I ain’t done nothin’. I was comin’ 
down here, after a trip up ter some friends of mine, an’ 
I put up last night in a cave. I overslept myself, an’ 
when I woke up I found a Chinaman goin’ through my 
clothes, I got ther best of ther heathen putty quick, an’ 
then along comes that boy an’ his pards an’ takes charge 
of me, declarin’ that I was responsible fur some kind of 
a ghost. I’m innocent, boys! Yer all know that!” , 

A cheer went up from the majority of the miners, and 
when it had subsided Wild leaped upon a barrel that was 
conveniently near and made a little speech to them. 

He told them the whole thing in detail and wound up 
by declaring that the two villains named Danks and Royle 
had captured his sweetheart and taken her to the same 
cave they had brought Hagan from. : 

There was a cheer at the speech, but it was evident 
that more than half the men believed that Hagan told 
the truth, 

A vote was taken right away, and the result was that 
he was released 

“Gentlemen,” said Wild, as the prisoner walked over 
to the saloon with some of his intimate friends, “you are 
making a big mistake, and I will prove it to you before 
long.” 

“Teddy Hagan’s all right!” shouted some one in the 
crowd, 

“He never hauled no Chinee up in a net. Ther heathen 
lies if he says that. An’ any one else what says it lies, 
too!” 

“T say it!” cried our hero, running toward the man, his 
hand on the butt of his revolver. 
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The crowd scattered. : 

Our hero was certainly pretty well worked up now. 

But he was not going to be downed by a‘gang of igno- 
rant men, for all that. 

The man who had given Wild the lie quickly threw up 
his hands. 

“I didn’t mean that fur you, Young Wild West,’ he 
said, quickly. “I meant ter say that you’re mistaken, 
that’s all.” 

“Well, I am not mistaken. You might just as well call 
me a liar as to say I am mistaken, when I know I am not. 
I say that Hagan and the two strangers who left here a 
short time ago are partners in working the phantom 
trick in Pilgrim Pass. I am going to prove it to you 
before to-morrow morning, too. And if Hagan goes to 
bothering with me, or with any of my friends, he is going 
to get a bullet where it will do him the most good!” 

“Shet up, yer lyin’ galoot !” shouted Cheyenne Charlie, 
drawing his gun, 

“Put that up, Charlie,” said our hero, calmly. “They 
all know the man, and it happens that they don’t know 
anything bad about him. He is the rankest liar I ever 
met, and I am going to show them all that he is. Come 
on! we have got to go and look for Arietta.” 

Thinking it advisable to leave Jim at the camp with 
Anna and Eloise, he called for Charlie to follow him. 

As they rode off Jim went over to the camp, leading 
his horse. 

The boy was much worked up at the way things had 
turned out. 

Hop did not go to the camp, but, leading his horse 
around to the rear of the saloon, came in through the 
back door, 

The Chinaman had an idea that Hagan was not much 
of a fighter, and he was not afraid to face him. 

He wanted to help Wild prove that he was a villain, 
and hed thought the chance might come pretty soon. 

The most of the miners were very friendly to Hagan. 

They were treating him royally at the bar when Hop 
came in from the rear. 

Bill Groot stood there, and the Chinaman at once picked 
him out, 

“You havee lillee dlink with me, so be?” he asked. 

“I reckon I will,” was the reply. “I’m one of ther few 
here what believes ther story about yer bein’ hauled up 
in a net hy Teddy Hagan, Yowre all right, if you are a 
heathen !”? ~ 

Hop could not have struck a better man for a friend. 

Groot was a sort of leader in the mining camp, and 
what he said usually went a long way. 

Bet just now it was against him. 

Hazan had been a very liberal fellow while he was 
in Lonesome Licks, and that was why-the biggest part of 
them stuck to him. 

Hop was not going to have a very smooth time of it 
in the barroom, it seemed. . 

Some of Hagan’s supporters began passing remarks 
about him. 

They called him “a lyin’ heathen” and several other 
choice names. 

Butithe Chinaman only smiled, 


“Young Wild West makee allee light pletty soonee, 59 S. 


be,” he said. EF 


“Young Wild West is jest as big a liar as you are! 


snorted ihe man, who had taken back what he had said 
just before our hero left the place. 

“You say lat ‘causee Young Wild West no here,” an- 
swered Hop, his eyes flashing. “You allee samee velly bad 
man, so be.” j 

“Tam eh? I'll show yer what kind of a man I am!” 

“Kick ther stuffin’ out of ther heathen galoot, boys!”. 
yelled out Hagan. ‘ 

“Hold on, boys!” commanded Bill Groot. “Whether 
ther Chinee is right or wrong, yer ain’t goin’ ter hurt him, 
As fur my part, Fd believe him sooner than I would Teddy - 
Hagan, Jest take it easy, now.” 7 

“He ain’t no better than ther Chinee, boys!” said 
Hagan, now bound to win out by a large majority. “Give 
it ter him, too; an’ ter any one else what sticks up fur 
him.” 

Three or four of the miners promptly took the side of © 
Groot. 

But they numbered four to one against them. 

Hop realized that he had to do something to escape a 
very rough handling. 5 

He thought of the big firecrackers he generally car- 
ried with him. 

Just now he had but one. 

But one was enough to do the business, 

He got it from his pocket and tossed it right into the 
midst of those who were so anxious to get at him and 
give him a beating. 

Bang! 

The cracker exploded with a loud report, and the miners 
fairly fell over themselves in trying to get out of the 
room. 

Then Hop and his friends got out by the back way. 


CHAPTER XIV. 
ARIETTA IN THE COUNTERFEITERS’ DEN. 


Arietta had certainly beeu caught napping. 

Although she had. been expecting that the two men 
might try something, Dick Danks had taken her com- 
pletely by surprise when he pressed the handkerchief 
that was saturated with chloroform over her mouth and 
nostrils. 

She fonght hard to get it away from her, but it quickly 
got in its work and she became unconscious, 

With the helpless girl in his arms, Dick Danks rode 
straight to the cliff, under the broken tree, followed by 
Royle, who was leading the girl’s horse. 

Though there did not appear to he anything like an en- 
trance there, Danks simply reached over and gave a push 
on what seemed to be the solid rock, and then a dor 
opened. : 

The door was of nothing more than heavy paper pasted — 
together in layers, and it opened withont a sound. 

The entrance was plenty large en6ugh for a horseman 


to ride through. provided he ducked his head a little. 
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Hz T he two villains were soon through with the girl and 
horses. and then Royle quickly closed the door. 
ell, here we are!” exclaimed Danks, turning to his 
tner and lighting a match. 
‘Yes, and it may be a bad job for us, catching this girl 
and bringing her here,” answered the other villain. 
Phen he nodded and observed: ‘ 
“Well. Royle, it is just this way: I took a strong no- 
tion to the girl, and I made up my mind to have her, all 
i f a sudden, It is done now, and we must make the 
best of it.” 
; “Oh! I will stick to you, never fear,” was the quick 
reply. “You know me well enough for that, Dick.” 

= “Yes, that’s right. You have been a good friend to 
me, and I can put the utmost trust in you.” 
“Well, if I have been a friend to you, what have you 
een to me? Haven't you been the means of making the 
ounterfeit bills perfect? How could we ever pass them 
f you were not clever enough to forge the signatures on 
he bank notes? Why, we are several thousand dollars 
‘her than we would have been if we had never met. I 
= made the counterfeit bank notes in Denver and you have 
been busy putting the signatures on them ever since, How 
my did you get away with this morning, anyhow?” 
-= “Well, the saloon keeper changed two hundreds for 
me, and I got rid of a fifty in the store. The rest I left 
there the Chinaman and Young Wild West and one of 
rds got. I made a couple of bets on the shooting, 
‘you know; and the heathen won a big pile from me. I 
“Suppose they won’t like it when they find they have got a 
lot of counterfeit money.” 
“Not likely,” and Royle laughed. “If they only knew 
that we had about a million dollars of the stuff right here 
in this cave they would be anxious to get hold of it, I 
think. But it may be a long time before the counter- 
feit is discovered. It is really the best I have seen made, 
even if I am responsible for the plates, But your writ- 
ing is what makes them perfect. You are the best forger 
T ever met, Dick.” 
“Thank you for the compliment, John.” 
“I knew we would not be safe in Denver, so that is 
_ why I suggested that we find a good hiding place in some 
lonely spot. Lucky we came across that fool of a Teddy 
agan, wasn’t it? His mind runs on the manufacturing 
£ ghosts and spooks, and he proved to be just the man 
re wanted. Ha, ha, ha!” 
- The two had remained standing where they had dis- 
mounted while this conversation took place. 
Arietta had been allowed to sink into a resting position 
on the floor of the cave. 
As Danks had not kept the handkerchief to her nos- 
trils any longer than to overcome her, she was now able 
_ to breathe freely, 
here was a strong odor of the powerful drug in the 
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, though, and even the horses noticed it. 
t et’s get some fresher air,” suggested Danks, as he 
i the unconscious girl to her feet. 
f 7 t she was unable to stand, so he took her in his arms 


= amd carried her through a passage until they came to 
another door that was made of paper. 
Tt could hardly be called a door, for it was fastened at 
the top in the form of a curtain. 


They emerged into a part of the cavernous place that 
was used as a stable by them. 

A couple of horses were tied there and some grain and 
hay was stored right close to them. 

The three horses were soon tied beside the others, and 
then Arietta was carried through another short, crooked 
passage to another paper curtain or door. 

This was thrown open and they emerged into an apart- 
ment that was rather large, 

Royle lighted a hanging oil lamp from the candle and 
Danks carried the girl to a rough couch at one side and 
let her drop gently upon it. 

Arietta possessed a strong constitution. 

The effects of the chloroform, which she had fought 
against, was gradually wearing away. 

But a feeling of nausea always follows the administer- 
ing of the drug. 

Some are affected worse than others, 

Arietta was one of the kind who was not so badly affect- 
ed by it. 

Tt was not the first tii she had been caught that way, 
and that made it all the better for her in this case. 

While the two men stood talking in the big: eave apart- 
ment she was gradually returning to her senses, 

There was not much in the apartment that was to be 
seen. 

In one corner were several packing boxes, and in these 
the counterfeit notes the two villains had talked about 
were stowed. 

A little table was near them, and on this were pens, 
bottles of ink and blotters. 

This was where Danks got in his fine work that made 
the notes appear real. 

The rays of the lamp fell upon the table to give him 
light when he worked. 

“Go and see where Hagan is, and tell him to get some- 
thing ready to eat, John,” said Danks, as he took a seat 
at the table. “TIl fix up a couple of thousand doHars 
while the meal is being made ready.” 

“All right,” was the reply, and the elder of the two 
villains went out, : 

Danks opened one of the boxes and took out two pack- 
ages from it. 

To all appearance they were genuine bank notes. 

They were in hundreds and fifties only, and were coun- 
terfeits of a Denver National Bank. 

The clever forger selected a pen and got at work. 

While he was working away Arietta raised upon her 
elbow and watched him. 

She had been conscious enough to catch part of the 
conversation that had passed between the two men, and 
when she saw him with so much money she realized what 
it meant. 


But she was too dizzy to get up yet. 

Though the weapons she had in her belt when cap- 
tured had been taken from her, she still possessed the 
revolver that she always carried hidden in the bosom of 
her dress, 

The brave girl fought against the sickly feeling that 
was upon her and breathed deep. 

She wanted to exclude the stuff from her lungs, and 
do it weil and quickly. 
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Dick Danks had reckoned without his host when he 
captured her, 

The forger put the signatures on the bills rapidly. 

He could sign the name of the president just as well 
as he could that of the cashier. 

Right here we may as well state that John Royle had 
been nearly two years in making that lot of counterfeit 
money. 

He expected to reap a fortune from it, and then go to 
some other country and live. 

He had proved to be a very poor forger himself, but 
in Danks he had found just what he wanted. 

The two had struck Pilgrim Pass but a week before our 
story opens, and by good luck, as they called it, they 
had come in contact with Teddy Hagan as he was experi- 
menting with his dancing skeleton. 

Tt was not long before they thoroughly understood each 
other, and then it»was that a partnership was formed. 

Danks had written the names on about twenty of the 
bills when Royle came back into the room, looking puz- 
zled, 


“I can’t find anything of Hagan,” he declared. “I 
don’t know where he can be.” 
“Gone out to shoot a little game, maybe. Hell be 


back all right.” 
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CHAPTER XV. 
ARIETTA’S TRIUMPH 


Wild and Charlie lost no time getting back to the cave 
they had taken Hagan from. 

When they neared the locality, however, they dismount- 
ed and hid their horses in a convenient hollow at the side 
of the trail. 

Then they climbed to the top of the cliff and worked 
their way carefully to the spot they had before entered 
and left the cave from. 

The opening was there still, showing that if Danks 
and Royle had come there they had not discovered that 
any one had been there. 

“One thing in our favor is that the two scoundrels 
don’t know that we took their man away,” said Wild, in a 
whisper. 

“That’s right,” answered the scout, “I reckon we'll 
soon have ’em dead ter rights. Them galoots of miners 
don’t think we’re right, but we'll show *em yet!” 

They slid down to the passage and then made their 
way cautiously to the spot that Jim Dart Daq put up the 
stone before leaving. 

Once at the place, they found they could look through 
a crack and see what was going on in the cave. 

They heard a man walking about the first thing, and 
when they applied their eyes to the crack they were not 
long in making him out to be Royle. 

He was going about with a candle in his hand, though 
there was a lighted lamp there. 

Tt so happened that Royle was looking for Hagan at 
that moment, he having been sent to do so by Danks, as 
the reader knows. 

Wild and Charlie waited until he left the room, and 
then they tipped the stone over and crep in, 
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Once inside the place, they pushed the thin slab over 


the hole again. 


As they looked around they found a doorway where : 


there had been none when they were there before that 
morning. F 

Wild gave a nod of satisfaction when he saw it and im- $ 
mediately tip-toed his way to it. 

It opened into a passage that was partly lighted at that 
moment. 

The daring young deadshot listened and heard the 
sounds of yoices not far away, 

Motioning to Charlie to stay where he was, he made 
his way softly through the passage. ; 

The boy was ready for anything now, and woe to the 
man who opposed him! 

He got to the end of the crooked passage in a hurry, 
and then almost the first object he discerned was the 
form of a girl reclining on a rough-looking couch. 

It was Arietta! 

The young deadshot felt like uttering a cry of joy, but 
restrained himself. 

He was now at the entrance of the counbeMteitery’ den, 

“As he looked he saw Arietta raise her head slightly 
and look in a certain direction. 

Wild moved so he could see what she was looking at. 

Then he saw Danks seated at the table, with the coun- 
terfeit bank notes piled in front of him, and Royle stand- 
ing near him, examining some of the spurious money. 

The boy oponed wide his eyes, 

Just then he turned and saw Arietta looking straight at 
him. 

He motioned for her to keep still, and the smile she 
gave him assured him that she was all right. 

So engrossed were the two villains that he suddenly 
thought that Arietta might walk out of the place un- 
observed. 

He nodded for her to try it. 

The girl understood. 

Though a little weak, she got upon her feet and walked 
softly to the rough, natural doorway. 

Our hero caught her in his arms and gave her a gentle 
kiss on the forehead. 

She was going to say something, but checked herself. 

The boy led her to the place where Charlie stood wait- 
ing, and the two men were not aware of the fact that 
she had left the room yet. 

Wild seated the girl on a stool and permitted her to 
lean on the rough board table. 

It was the part of the honey-combed cavern that was 


used as a aes by the counterfeiting gang that they 


were in.” 

“Take it easy,” said Wild in a whisper. 

Just then they heard footsteps approaching, ; 

Wild quickly got under the table and the scout crouched 
behind a barrel. 

In came Royle, and when he saw Arietta sitting there ~ 
he was thunderstruck, for he had not noticed that she i 
had left the other apartment. 

“Wha—what are you doing here, Miss Murdock?” he 
gasped. 

“Oh! I got tired staying in there where all the money xe 
is,” she answered coolly, 
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The words were scarcely out of her mouth when Dick 
ks came running through the short passage. 

fell, by jingo!” he exclaimed. “So you have recov- 
ave you? And you are making yourself at home, 
Well, well 1” 

Yes, I am making myself at home,” answered Arietta, 
T a smile on her rather pale face. “I really enjoy being 
» “You like it here, then?” he asked, eagerly. “Is it Pe 
ise I am here?” 

Well, no; not exactly. It is because Young Wild West 


At that moment Wild leaped from beneath the table 
md confronted the astonished villains. 


CHAPTER XVI. 
$ SOME OF HOP’S CLEVERNESS 
Hop did not run for the camp when he got out of the 
ack door of the saloon, as he did not want to lead the 
mgry miners there, in case they took a notion to pursue 


im. 
His horse was behind the building, and he thought the 
best thing he could do was to mount. 

Then, if the men did try to seek vengeance upon him, 

` he would have a chance to get away. 
_ “Don’t run away from ’em,” said Bill Groot. “PI rea- 
son it out with ‘em. If they see yer ridin’ away they 
might shoot holes through yer. Jest take it easy. Well 
see if they come around here, lookin’ fur trouble, If 
you've got any more of them firecrackers, git them 
ready.” 

“Me no gottee more fireclacker,” answered Hop; “but 
me allee samee gottee somet’ing else, so be.” 

Hop produced a vial that contained the powder he used 
in his great disappearing trick. 

Just then Teddy Hagan and some of his friends came 
around from the front of the building. 

None of them had been injured in the least by the ex- 
ploding cracker, but they had all been frightened some- 
what. 

Hop stepped over near the corner of a shed and quickly 
sprinkled some of the powder on the ground. 

» He did this without any one knowing what he was up 
to. 
Then he coolly took a cigar from his pocket and lighted 
it, 

< “You bad Melican mans Fiala cutee off um pigtail, so 

be,” spoke up Hop, who had been standing there as 
` calmly as though not the least danger threatened him. 
“You no euttee. Me hear my uncle in China say me 
‘come over and gittee allee samee lillee dlink of tea and 
nicee wine. Me go allee samee pletty quick; and me 
mee back allee samee pletty quick. Me 
Just then a voice called out from over his head: 

T “Comee ’long over to um China, my lovely Hop; me 
wantee see you velly muchee bad.” 

Not a man there knew that the Chinaman was a pretty 

LA ventriloquist, and they looked amazed. 

lee light, my nicee uncle,” Hop answered, nedding 

oward the sky. 

“um smoke.” 
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Then he suddenly touched the lighted end of his cigar 
to the powder he had sprinkled on the ground. 

There was a quick puff and then his form was hidden 
from view by a dense pillar of smoke. 

“Hip hi!” came an exclamation from far up in the air, 
it seemed, 

The smoke soon died away and then the miners saw 
that the Chinaman had disappeared. 

The majority of the men looked at the spot where they 
had Iast seen the Chinaman standing, in an awesome way, 

Some of them really thought he had gone up in the 
sky on the pillar of smoke. 

‘Bill Groot knew that Hop was a magician, of course, 
but there was something about this last trick of his that 
was strange and unnatural. 

Just then a voice called out faintly from above them: 

“Hip hi! Me comee back pletty quick! Lookee out, 
so be! Me dloppee on somebody’s head, allee samee !” 

There was a short silence, and then— 

Bang—crash ! 

Something appeared fo strike the top of the shed heav- 
ily, and then off bounced Hop, landing squarely on his feet 
upon the ground. 

“Me comee back lillee too fast, so be,” he said, with a 
bland smile. “My unclee wantee stay lillee longer, but 
me no havee timee. Me wantee helpee Misler Wild find 
um ghost, so be.” 

The trick is casy to explain, 

Hop had simply climbed upon the shed while the smoke 
lasted, and he had remained there until he got ready to 
come down. 

But it was done so cleverly that they all thought he was 
a wonder. 

Hagan was badly surprised. 

He made up his mind that the best thing he could do 
now was to get back to the cave, since he knew the senti- 
ment was turning toward the Chinaman. 

He took the opportunity to sneak off while Hop was 
telling the crowd what a smart fellow he was, and that 
he had an uncle in China that was just as smart. 

“Hagan was no sooner in the bushes than he made for 
the pass. 

He went on foot, and depended on hiding in time ý 
keep from being discovered in case he heard any one com- 
ing. 

Hop saw him leave, even if he was talking his foolish; 
ness, and he made up his mind to follow him. 

He quickly put his handkerchief away, and then, walk. 
ing over to his horse, said: 

“Me showee ’nothee lillee tlick. Me makee horsee go 
*way, and len comee back pletty quick on um shed, so be.” 

Then he mounted and rode off. 

When he reached the pass he caught sight of Hagan 
running like a deer. 

“Me catchee allee samec pletty quickee,” muttered ‘the 
Chinaman, as he drew the old-fashioned six-shooter he 
carried in his pocket. “Me velly soonee makee know who - 
um liar are, so be!” 

After the fleeing villain he rode, gaining upon him 


“Me comee EE away. Me go uppee on | rapidly. 


Hagan saw him coming, but did not offer to fire at him. 
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The clever Chinaman meant to keep just close enough 
to him to make him think he still stood a show to get 
away, but only to drop from sheer exhaustion. 


CHAPTER XVII. 
CONCLUSION. 

“I guess the jig is up, gentlemen!” exclaimed Young 
Wild West, as he covered the two astonished villains with 
his revolvers, “I had no idea that we were going to strike 
a den of counterfeiters when we came here to find out 
what caused the dancing skeleton to appear in Pilgrim 
Pass. It is indeed a pleasure to meet you thus!” 

“An’ I reckon they're mighty glad ter see us, too!’ 
added Cheyenne Charlie, as he stepped into view. 

Danks uttered an oath and looked around for an avenue 
of escape. 

“Take their weapons from them, Charlie,” said our 
hero, coolly. 

The scout stepped over and did so. 

“Now tie their hands behind them.” 

“Yer kin bet yer life I will! An’ they won’t git ’em 
loose, either,” was the reply. 

Charlie knew how to do that little trick to perfec- 
tion, and he was not long in making the job complete. 

“Now then, gentlemen, you will please show us how 
to work the phantom game and we will be satisfied,” said 
Wild. 

“Tl show you,” spoke up Royle, hastily. 
much to it. It is a very crude affair, 
myself are responsible for it. Teddy Hagan is the in- 
ventor of it. He is crazed on the subject of frightening 
people. I may as well tell the truth about it. The jig is 
up, and I know it. Hagan is no more of a counterfeiter 
than you are, though I think he has passed considerable 
bad money.” 

Royle kept his word, and showed Wild, Charlie and Ari- 
etta how the phantom was worked. 

It was done with the same rope that lowered the net 
and caught Hop, and some colored fire served to make 
the light and halo around the skeleton as it danced in the 
air. 

Royle said it was a crude affair, and so it was, to a 
certain extent; though few men would have had the pa- 
tience to arrange it all. 

Wild caused the skeleton to be dropped down, and when 
they left the cavernous place it was dangling there, no 
longer a phantom, but as a grewsome relic of humanity. 

The two prisoners were bound to their own horses and, 
once down upon the trail that led through Pilgrim Pass, 
they rode along at a canter. 

Half way through they suddenly came upon a man 
running for his life, and just as he saw them he dropped 
from exhaustion. 

Tt was Hagan. 

Hop appeared around a bend, close upon his trail, and 
when he recognized our friends he let out a shrill yell 
that awoke the echoes. 

It did not take him very long to explain matters, and 
when Hagan was bound for the second time that day he 
was thrown over Hop’s broncho like a sack of potatoes 
and the Chinaman was allowed to lead the way into Lone- 

_ some Licks. 


“There isn’t 
Neither Danks nor 


AT LONESOME LICKS. 


The crowd was still at the Good Cheer House, arguing 
the question as to whether or not Teddy Hagan had lied. 
“When they saw the little party riding in with their 


eS oS 

prisoners they became strangely silent. F ¢ 
“Gentlemen,” said Wild, as he brought his horse to a ~ ey 
ek 


halt before them, “here are a couple of counterfeiters, 3 AA 
who have got a big pile of bad money stowed in a cave if a 
along Pilgrim Pass. They are not only counterfeiters, d 
but kidnappers, as well, for they caught this young lady 
by chloroforming her, and had her a prisoner in their cave.” 
Hagan here is their helper in the game of passing bad. 
money; and he is also the Sesntor: of the Phantom brt 
Pilgrim Pass. There is only one liar in the case, and he is 
the one. You can find out all about it by riding back ` 
with us after we have eaten something. I want all three 
of these men put in the lockup, and if either of them 
gets away Pll shoot some one to pay for it! You hear 
what I say, gentlemen. I mean business.” 

“Hooray fur Young Wild West!” shouted Bill Grooi, 
waving his hat and dancing around like a wild man. 

The miners caught on without delay 

They made’ the welkin ring with their shouts. 

Wild knew that he had won out in the game, so he was 
satisfied. 

The result was that the three prisoners were locked up 
and Groot became chéef guard over them. 

That afternoon work was suspended and the whole pop- 
ulation went through Pilgrim Pass to the hence of 
the counterfeiters. 

Wild showed papers to the effect that he was virtually 
an employee of the government, and they did not offer 
to interfere with the spurious notes. 

There is not much more to add to this story. 

Right here we will state that in due time the three 
prisoners were turned over to a United States Marshal, 
and that they were sentenced. to long terms of imprison- 
ment, 

Hagan got off the lightest, but his term was enough to 
make him stop from playing ghost tricks on any one for 
some time to come. 

Young Wild West and his’ friends got a rousing send- - 
off when they left Lonesonie Licks. 

Jeddy Smithers, the peddler, was one of the foremost 
of those who arranged it, too. 

He was going to settle down there and make his for- 
tune, he said, and it is hoped that he did, though our 
friends never saw anything of him after that. 

Lonesome Licks was a spot that was not enticing enough 
to draw them to it a second time. 


THE END. 


Read “YOUNG WILD WEST’S BIGGEST STRIKE: 
OR, ARIETTA AND THE ABANDONED MINE,” 
which will be the next number (256) of “Wild West 
Weekly.” 


SPECIAL NOTICE: All back numbers of this weekly 
are always in print. If you cannot obtain them from any 
newsdealer, send the price in money or postage stamps by A 
mail to FRANK TOUSEY, PUBLISHER, 24 UNION: ~~ 
SQUARE, NEW YORK, and you will receive the copies 
you order by return mail. 
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as it was at the time of the crime, nearly seventy years ago, 
when Robert McConnaughy brutally murdered six of his fa- 
ther-in-law’s family. 


25 An instance of the remarkable vitality possessed by the cat 
has just been demonstrated at Herbling, near Billingborough, 
England. A very fine cross-bred Persian mysteriously dis- 
appeared from its house, and sixteen days later was found in 
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H a an open field, firmly secured in a rabbit trap. Notwithstand- 
; Single Coples....<. .og Cents ing the animal's long and painful confinement and exposure 
Z i One Copy Three Mon OM PE to the heavy rains it was still alive. It was, however, reduced 
© One ears oe oe ae to a mere skeleton, and was unable to walk, but under proper 
Dok Free treatment it is now recovering. That the cat had been in the 
saw pepe iink, trap all the time is beyond question, as otherwise it would 
"4 ‘AG our risk bind P.O: Mt ‘Onise obok; or AERE PARA have returned home to a kitten which it was suckling at the 
) >. mittances in any other way are at your risk. e accept Postage date of its disappearance. 
Stamps the same as cash. When sending silver wrap the coin in a 
separate piece of paper to avoid cutting the envelope. Write your 
name and address plainly. Address letters to Joseph Doblas, a farmer of Tabor township, Minn., had an 


exciting adventure with a bobcat, and perhaps would have been 
killed but for the intervention of his dog. Doblas was riding 
from his farm to Angus, and the first intimation he had of 
4 SOME GOOD ARTICLES ‘the animal’s presence was when it suddenly sprang at him 
ad from the side of the road and bit viciously at his foot. The 
~> | animal which Mr. Doblas was riding was a colt, and it became 
One of the most remarkable freak newspapers ever printed | frenzied at the presence of the wildcat, and, throwing its 
was the “Luminaria,” published in Madrid. It was printed | rider, started to bolt. The bobcat was about to leap upon the 
with ink containing phosphorous, so that the paper could be | prostrate man when the dog interfered and sprang gamely at 
~ read in the dark. Another curiosity was called the “Regal,” | the creature’s throat. A fierce struggle ensued, in which the 
printed with non-poisonous ink on thin sheets of dough, which! dog was getting the worst of it. By this time, however, Do- 
could be eaten, thus furnishing nourishment for the body as|blas had picked himself up and secured a club. With this he 
_ well as the mind. “Le Bien Etre” promised those who sub-| waded into the melee, and between the man and the dog 
$ scribed for forty years a pension and free burial. the cat was soon killed. It was a big fellow, measuring five 
E S feet four inches in length, and standing two feet three inches 
The other afternoon at his home near Scottsboro, Ala., Mil- | high. 
ler Kirby, a farmer, killed a gray eagle’that measured six feet 
eight and a half inches from tip to tip. Mr. Kirby had been 
missing fowls for some time, which he could not account for. | 
Saturday afternoon he heard a commotion out in his barnyard 
among the sheep, and upon going down to ascertain the cause, GRINS AND CHUCKLES. 
he saw a large eagle trying to make its way off with a good- 
sized lamb. He secured his Winchester rifle and killed it at 
a distance of seventy yards. Tommy—Does it make any difference if baby takes all his 
medicine at once? 
W. E. Langshaw performed a feat which it is believed has| Baby’s Mother (in alarm)—Good Heavens, of course it does! 
never been equalled. Having to move from Rosemont, Pa., to Tommy—But it hasn’t made any difference. 
: Vineland, N. J., he decided to try to save twenty-six imported 
__ eggs in his incubator by bringing them along. He lined a] Teacher (severely) —What are you laughing at, Willie? 
= bagket with paper, and, placing the eggs carefully between| Small Willie—Please, ma’am, I wasn’t laughing, my face 
3 warmed woollen blankets, started for his new home, over | slipped. 
fifty miles away. On account of the slow trolleys in Philadel- 
şi phia Langley was forced to lay over four and one-half hours Pater—Well, my boy, so you have interviewed your girl's 
= Ín Camden for a train. Arriving at Vineland, he opened the | father, eh? Did you make the old codger toe the mark? 
_ basket to find twenty-five lively little chicks, which are now Son—Yes, dad, I was the mark, 
as spry as any that were ever hatched. 
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parade, 


“What is he playing?” 

The Independence, Mo., town clock is not yet on the court- “Oh, Mendelssohn’s ‘Song Without Words,’ you know.” 
house tower, and may not be for several days, although the} “H’m! Well, the audience seems to be doing their best to 
county court and the Independence city council last week | supply the deficiency.” 
agreed upon a division of the expense of maintaining the 
_ clock. When an officer of the court went to the jewelry store| The professor was trying to explain the Darwinian theory 
in which the clock has been reposing for the past year, the | in his class, when he observed that they were not paying prop- 
_ jeweller refused to let the timepiece leave his shop until a bill | er attention. “Boys,” he said, “When I am trying to explain 
of $110 for maintenance had been paid. The county court| to you the peculiarities of the monkey I wish you would look 
_ seems to be of the opinion that the jeweller got enough ad-| right at me.” 
= vertising out of the presence of the noted clock in his shop 
to pay for the trouble of its keep, and yesterday afternoon | gyooks—To what do you attribute your success as a trades- 
efused to pay the $110. an? 

Sellem—If a customer doesn’t see what he wants, I make 
him want what he sees. 


Huntingdon County, Pa., has an old house which has been 
ded by all the neighbors for more than half a century. 
A the old Brown homestead near Hill Valley, the scene 
one of the'most shocking crimes ever committed in Penn- There had been a dressmaker in the house, and Minnie had 
l Sylvania, and it is rapidly falling away, the winds of-the last | listened to long discussions about the very latest fashions. 
winter having torn the roof loose. The place has been shunned | That night, when she said her pfayers, she added a new pe- 
for more than half a century, but, strangely enough, a morbid | tition, ittered with umwonted fervency: 
interest in the awful tragedy has permitted it to remain just “And, dear Lord, please make us all very stylish.” 
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THE MAD STEER 
A Cowboy's Plucky Ride 


By HORACE APPLETON. 


Tim Jones had never liked school life, nor did he relish the 
prosaic duties of store boy in the little country crossroads 
grocery in his native town of Standish, Maine. 

But he owned up to a hankering for a wild life of adventure 
on the plains of the Far West. It may be that this desire, so 
deeply engrafted into his physical and mental being, was the 
outcome of divers stories of that wonderful region of romance 
west of the big divide. 

However, Tim seized the first opportunity to decamp from 
his native town, and leaving the old farm without compunc- 
tion, actually reached the Staked Plains of Texas, and there 
his ambition for a life of adventure found full scope. It is 
safe to say that the perils of a cowboy’s life in Texas at that 
time were such as the most fastidious could not find fault 
with. 

What with Navajoes and Apache Indians to stampede the 
herds, rattlesnakes and scorpions for bedfellows, blind trails 
and starvation for the man separated from his fellows on the 
vast plains, bucking bronchos, savage long-horns, and other 
minor items the cowboy was continually running such a gaunt- 
let as the human mind would not believe it possible to run and 
live. 

It was not long before Tim had a good deal of the senti- 
ment in his composition displaced to make room for prac- 
tical common sense, and many a time he would have given up 
his all to be back once more in Maine. 

But for all this Tim was a boy of sand, and. the cowboys 
rapidly made friends with him. 

He found a kindred spirit in one Tom Lark, a native New 
Yorker and a congenial fellow. 

Tim and Tom slept, rode, and rounded up together for two 
years, and soon became inseparable friends. 

One time the herd was grazing on a range far down in the 
edge of Arizona. The day was coming to a close, and the 
cowboys, a dozen in number, were seated about a campfire 
waiting for “hash” when an incident occurred. 

A man came staggering into the circle with bloody features, 
torn clothes, and a broken arm, 

He was a hard wreck generally, and all sprang up to give 
him aid. 


“What on earth is the matter, Emmons?” was the cry. “Did 
the broncho toss you?” 
“Broncho?” gasped the poor fellow. “Not much! Do I look 


as if I had a tussle with a broncho? No, it’s that confounded 
black steer branded XX.” 

“The mad steer!” cried several. 

“Yes,” 

“Why didn’t you shoot him?” 

“He has killed two men already.” 

This was a fact. In the outlaw herd, so called, was a tre- 
mendous muscular wild steer, which would attack a man 
without provocation. Yet the animal could not be brought 
down. Several shots had been fired into him without effect. 

What was singular was the fact that the mad steer never 
seemed to be visible except at some critical moment when a 
luckles$ cowboy was unarmed and unhorsed. Two men had 
already been impaled on the long, needle-pointed horns of the 
formidable brute. It may not be generally known, but a mad 
Texas steer is almost as formidable a foe to meet as an African 
lion. 

Emmons’ escape from death was reckoned a fortunate thing, 
and several armed men went out to look for the unruly steer. 
But he could not be found. 

The poor fellow’s wounds were dressed and his arm set, and 
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for a time the incident furnished a topic of discussion. 
gradually the subject changed. 

“Who’s going into the Pecos Hills with me ter-morrow ter 
look up that gold claim?” cried one of the men named Lo- 
gan. “If we could: find it then we might give up herding 
cattle, go East, and get married!” 4 

“Whoop-la!” shouted Eph Hodges. “Go in and win, Logan, 
old pard. I'll be best man for ye, durn me if I don’t.” 

A general laugh followed. But the reported gold mine was 
no myth, as Tim Jones well knew. 

Years previous gold had been found in great nuggets in a 
small depression in the heart of the hills. The precious metal 
seemed confined to a spot scarcely a dozen rods square, and 
was extracted in nuggets of fabulous size. 

Four hardy miners from Tucson had worked the claim a 
week. They had taken out full fifty thousand dollars’ worth 
of precious metal when a marauding band of Apaches descend- 
ed upon them and slew them all. 

Since that time, nobody had ventured to enter the hills. 

Tim had heard the story, and had secretly determined to 
test its truth. Despite the fact that Apache Indians were 
guarding the hills, he was bound to try it. 

He imparted his plan to nobody, not even Tom Lark, and 
had set the day upon which he would undertake the expedi- 
tion. Tim had his own peculiar ideas as to what was the 
best course to pursue. 

He believed one man could accomplish more in those Apache 
infested hills, for he would run less risk of detection. In a’ 
measure he was right. 

But on the morning of the day he had allotted upon as 
favorable to his plans, there came into the camp news of a 
tremendous stampede of some of the choicest cattle into the 
Pecos hills, 

Every man was needed, and Tim felt in duty bound com- 
pelled to give up his trip and help corral the cattle. 

Accordingly, in company with Tom Lark, he set out on 
horseback for a range not more than a dozen miles distant. 


Thea 


| They had reached the range, and were riding over rough ` 


scrub land, when the first of a series of thrilling incidents 
occurred. 

Suddenly Tom Lark drew rein. 

“Injuns!” he gasped. 

A thrilling sight was revealed to the two cowboys. There, 
coming down the mountain trail at full gallop, was a band of 
painted Apaches. 

It was not likely that they had seen the cowboys, so both 
made quick action. Tom Lark dropped from his pony and 
dragged rather than, led „the animal into a copse. Tim fol- 
lowed. 

There they remained, scarcely daring to breathe. 
Apaches passed in plain view, and were soon out of sight. 
was a narrow escape. $ 

“T’ll bet a ducat them’s ther skunks what stampeded our 
cattle,” growled Tom Lark. “I want to have a look at their 
trail.” 

Leaving their ponies in the copse, the two cowboys advanced 
a few hundred feet to the footprints in the soft soil left by 
the savages. 

Tom Lark made an examination of them in a critical man- 
ner, and then said: 

“They’re headed for the lower canyon. 
up agin our boys down there.” 

“Then there'll be a fight,” ventured Tim. 

“Like enough. [ jest think we’d better ride down behind 
’em a way so’s to lend a hand in the scrimmage. Jehoso- 
phat!” 

Tom Lark gave a leap in the air. 


The 
It 


TII bet they'll run 


It required but a brief 


glance for Tim to also recognize the cause of his comrades ~ 


alarm. iS 
There was a tremendous crashing in the undergrowth, a 
hoarse bellow, and out into the open came a huge black steer, ~ 
with long lance-like horns, and an attitude of anger and de- © 
fiance. ‘ ; 
“The mad steer! Cut for it!” yelled Tom Lark. 
Even as he spoke the mad steer lowered his head and 


for them. It was no light matter, no laughable situa- 
To be overtaken and gored by those terrible horns 
meant death. 

In that instant of time the two cowboys could only act 
HF upon impulse. A tall live oak tree with an immense girth was 
the nearest point of safety. 
_ Straight for it they ran, and had just time to reach it and 
` place it between them and the maddened steer. For an in- 
stant they were safe. 

But the mad steer was equal to the situation. Like a flash 
he started with lowered horns around the tree. Tom Lark 
ran in advance and Tim stumbled after him. What a race 

at was! 


Round and round the live oak tree they ran, the mad steer 
close upon them. It was nip and tuck, and yet in the excite- 
ment of the moment any other device was lost sight of. 

“Great heavens, Tom,” gasped Tim, as the perspiration ran 
down his face, “what’s to be done? We can't keep this up 
forever.” 

“Durn me if I know,” replied Lark. 
another tree.” 
nod “But ah, there was the rub. There was no other tree very 
near. Before it could be reached the steer must overtake the 
luckless one. 

But the mad race could not last forever. 


“Supposin’ I cut for 


us 


Tim had about 
~ made up his mind to make a break for the copse, when he 
* chanced to glance up and see a small limb above his head. 

ie impulse seized him, and he made a leap and grabbed 
C Up he swung himself, and all might have been well, but 
treacherous limb was rotten and broke beneath his 


weight. 


Si Ta would have it, the black steer was just under him, 
© and Tim fell astride the brute’s back. Of course, his natural 
; ae ~ impulse was to cling on. 

ii He did so, digging his heels into the steer’s flanks. 
effect was startling. 

The animal seemed taken by surprise, made a bolt from the 
tree, and tried to shake his rider off, but Tim clung to his 
perch. 

i Round and round the clearing the surprised and maddened 

' animal waltzed and leaped and plunged. Then, with a tre- 
-< mendous bellow, the steer put his head down and started full 
` tilt down the hillside. 

Tim dared not relax his hold now. He might have taken 
an advantageous tumble upon soft ground, but in that event 


The 


o he held on and took what was ray one of the most 
que and thrilling rides ever placed on record. 

Over rough ground, through copse and thicket, he madly 
plunged, and along the brow of a five-hundred-foot precipice, 
-where a single misstep would have insured death to both, 
But Tim Jones never lost his grip, and his keen intellect was 
-at work devising some method of escape. 

It occurred to him that if he could drop from the animal’s 
back near some tree, he might climb it in time to evade his 
orned foe. 

But this did not happen. The mad steer kept taking him 
further and further into the hills. It seemed as if they had 


“den change in the programme came, 

Suddenly the mad steer burst out of a dense chaparral and 
TF onto a plateau. As chance had it, a band of Apaches a score 
umber were there sitting on the backs of their ponies. 
thout the slightest warning and like an avalanche the 
steer burst among them. The effect was tremendous. 
Hdians and ponies were overturned and scattered right 
d left. It was a terrific collision, Yells of alarm and ter- 
escaped the superstitious savages, who fancied it a visita- 
nñ of a demon, for the sighfof the white-faced man cling- 
ng to the back of that mad steer was a weird and unreal 
ectacle, 

The mad steer was out of sight/almost as quickly, going 
nto the copse beyond the plateau. It is needless to say that 
he Apaches did not pursue. Their superstition, luckily for 
, forbade their doing this. 
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The mad steer continued on for some distance further into 
the hills until coming out into a little glade Tim saw the 
blood gush in a torrent from the animal’s nostrils. Then it 
staggered and fell. The mad ride was at an end. 

The steer in its madness and overexertion had burst a blood 
vessel. The animal now lay dying upon the green sward, 
which was crimsoned with his life blood. 

Tim took a tumble on the soft grass, and sprang to his feet, 
not much the worse for his fall and his ride, But he was a 
thankful man for the outcome of the affair. 

Nearby was a small, swift-running brook. Tim went down 
to it and scooped up a handful of water to assuage his thirst. 
As he did so he gave an electrified start. 

In the bed of the stream lay the frame of a mining-pan. 
Beside it was a glistening rock.. With a thrill Tim held it up 
to the light. 

“Gold!” he gasped. 

It was a princely nugget worth several thousand dollars. 
a moment the fever had seized Tim Jones. 

Yet he went to work coolly and collectedly. An examina- 
tion of the vicinity proved, beyond all doubt, that this was 
the lost gold claim of such reputed richness. 

Words cannot depict Tim Jones's great joy. He did not 
find any difficulty in following back along the trail made by 
the mad steer. 

He blazed trees and rocks to mark his way, and just beyond 
the plateau where the Apaches had been ke met Tom Lark. 
It did not require much time for explanation. 

To make a long story short, the two lucky cowboys made 
their way back to camp. f 
There they were overjoyed to find that the cattle had been 
all safely corralled, a battle had been fought with the Apaches, 

and they had retreated beyond the Rio Pecos Hills. 

This left the gold claim safe to be worked. Tim told his 
story frankly, exhibited his find, and said: 

“Now, i'm no hog. I don’t want it all, but I want my share 
as the finder. There are twenty-two of us, and I guess there’s 
enough gold there for the whole of us.” 

And brave Tim got his share. The cowboys took out over 
three millions from that little claim, and some of them gaye 
up herding, while others went into the cattle business. 

But Tim Jones went back to Maine, married the girl of his 
choice, and there he is living happily to-day. 


Ip 
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While Mrs. Kate Henze was visiting Prospect Hill Cemetery, 
York, Pa., she sat on a tombstone to rest. She noticed a snake 
crawling toward her and then suddenly disappear. She gave 
no further thought to the incident. At her home a few hours 
later she felt something squirm between her skirts, and o; 
shaking them, the snake she observed in the cemetery fell out. 
Her husband killed it. 


There is probably no other race in the world so enthusiastic 
over religion, and who enter so heartily into its forms and 
ceremonies as the negroes. They seem to lose all thought 
of their surroundings and throw themselves body and soul 
into their own peculiar forms of worship. They are not con- 
tent with modified observances, but must, in some countries, 
do things after their own fashion. In Jamaica there is a 
very large neligious sect called, after their leader, Benardites. 
Four times a year the followers of Benard are baptized in the 
water of the River Mona. Hundreds of these religious en- 
thusiasts meet on the banks,of the river before daybreak, and 
as many as six hundred have been “dipped” in a single mora. 
ing. The price of a dipping is a shilling, so that at the rate 
of six hundred a quarter, the income to the leader. and his 
church is a tidy little sum. After the baptism the freshly 
cleansed and purified of sin form a line, and with gold em- 
broidered banners and silken streamers waving above the long 
line of men and women, they march, singing, to the church, 
which is situated a short distance back from the river. Hun- 
dreds of these negroes make up the long swaying and winding 
procession, which sings as it moves and eventually enters the 
church doors or distributes itself outside near windows and 
doors, 
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MESMERISM. 

No. 81. HOW TO MESMERIZH.—Containing the most ap- 
roved methods of mesmerism; also how to cure all kinds_ of 
iseases by animal magnetism, or, magnetic healing. By Prof. Leo 
Hugo Koch, A. C. S., author of “How to Hypnotize,” ete. 


. PALMISTRY. 

No. 82. HOW TO DO PALMISTRY.—Containing the most ap- 
proved methods of reading the lines on the hand, together with 
a full explanation of their meaning. Also explaining phrenology, 
and the key for telling character by the bumps on the head, By 
Leo Hugo Koch, A. C. S. Fully illustrated. 


HYPNOTISM. 

No. 83. HOW TO HYPNOTIZE.—Containing valuable and in- 
structive information regarding the science of hypnotism. Also 
explaining the most approved methods which are employed by the 
leading hypnotists of the world. By Leo Hugo Koch, A.C.S. 


SPORTING. 

No. 21. HOW TO HUNT AND FISH.—The most complete 
hunting and fishing guide ever published. It contains full in- 
structions about guns, hunting dogs, traps, trapping and fishir g, 
together with descriptions of game and fish. 
o. 26. HOW TO ROW, SAIL AND BUILD A BOAT.—Fully 
illustrated. Rvery boy should know how to row and sail a boat. 
Full instructions are ‘given in this little book, together with in- 
atructions on swimming and riding, companion sports to boating. 
. No. 47. HOW TO BREAK, RIDE AND DRIVE A HORSE.— 
A complete treatise on the horse. Describing the most useful horses 
for business, the best horses for the road; also valuable recipes for 
diseases peculiar to the horse. 
No. 48. HOW TO BUILD AND SAIL CANOES.—A handy 
book for boys, containing full directions for constructing canoes 
d the most popular manner of sailing them. Fully illustrated. 
y O. Stansfield Hicks. 


FORTUNE TELLING. 

No. 1. NAPOLEON’S ORACULUM AND DREAM BOOK.— 
Containing the great oracle of human destiny; also the true mean- 
ing of almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies, 
end curious games of cards. A complete book. 

No. 23. HOW TO EXPLAIN DREAMS.—HEverybody dreams, 
from the little child to the aged man and woman. This little book 
gives the explanation to all kinds of dreams, together with lucky 
end unlucky days, and “Napoleon’s Oraculum,” the book of fate. 

No. 28. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES.— Everyone is desirous of 
knowing what his future life will bring forth, whether happiness or 
misery, wealth or poverty. You can tell by a glance at this little 
book. Buy one and be convinced. Tell your, own fortune, Tell 
the fortune of your friends. 

No. 76. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.— 
Containing rules for telling fortunes by the aid of lines of the hand, 
or the secret of palmistry. Also the secret of telling future events 
by aid of moles, marks, scars, etc. Illustrated. By A. Anderson. 


ATHLETIC. 

No. 6. HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETH.—Giving full in- 
struction for the use of dumb bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars, 
horizontal bars and various other methods of developing a good, 
bealthy muscle; containing over sixty illustrations. Every boy can 
become strong and healthy by following the instructions contained 
in this little book. 

No. 10. HOW TO BOX.—The art of self-defense made easy. 
Containing over thirty illustrations of guards, blows, and the ditfer- 
ent positions of a good boxer. Every boy should obtain one of 
these useful and instructive books, as it will teach you how to box 
without an instructor. 

No. 25. HOW TO BECOME A GYMNAST.—Containing full 
{instructions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises. 
Embracing thirty-five illustrations. By Professor W. Macdonald. 
A handy and useful book. 

No.: 34. HOW TO FENCH.—Containing full instruction for 
fencing and the use of the broadsword; also instruction in archery. 
Described with twenty-one practical illustrations, giving the best 
positions in fencing. A complete book. 


TRICKS WITH CARDS. 

No. 51. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS.—Containing 
explanations of the general principles of sleight-of-hand applicable 
to card tricks; of card tricks with ordinary cards, and not requiring 
sleight-of-hand; of tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of 
@ecially prepared cards, By Professor Haffner. Illustrated. 
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No. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.—Em- 
bracing all of the latest and most deceptive card tricks, with il- 
lustrations, By A. Anderson. 

No. 77. HOW TO DO FORTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.— 
Containing deceptive Card Tricks as performed by leading conjurors 
and magicians. Arranged for home amusement. Fully illustrated. 


MAGIC. 

No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS.—The great book of magic and 
card tricks, containing full instruction on all the leading card tricks 
of the day, also the most popular magical illusions as performed by 
our leading magicians ; every boy should obtain a copy of this 
as it will both amuse and instruct. 

No, 22. HOW TO DO SECOND SIGHT.—Heller’s second sight 
explained by his former assistant, Fred Hunt, Jr. Explaining how 
the secret dialogues were carried on between the magician and the 
boy on the stage; also giving all the codes and signals. The only 
authentic explanation of second sight. 

No. 43. HOW TO BECOME A MAGICIAN.—Containing the , 
grandest assortment of magical illusions ever placed before the ~ 
public. Also tricks with cards, incantations, ete. say" Nenad 

No. 68. HOW TO DO CHEMICAL TRICKS.—Containing over © 
one hundred highly amusing and instructive tricks with chemicals. — 

By A. Anderson. Handsomely illustrated. hye 

No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT OF HAND.—Containing over 
fifty of the latest and best tricks used by magicians. Also contain- 
ing the secret of second sight. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson. ‘ 

„No. 70. HOW TO MAKE MAGIC TOYS.—Containing. full 
directions for making Magic Toys and devices of many kinds. By 
A. Anderson. Fully illustrated. : 

No. 73. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH NUMBERS.—Showing 
many curious tricks with figures and the magic of numbers. By A. 
Anderson, Fully illustrated. 

No. 75. HOW TO BECOME A CONJUROR. — Containing 
tricks with Dominos, Dice, Cups and Balls, Hats, ete. Embracing 
thirty-six illustrations. By A. Anderson. 

No. 78. HOW TO DO THE BLACK ART.—Containing a com- 
plete description of the mysteries of Magic and Sleight of Hand, 
together with many wonderful experiments. By A. Anderson. 


Illustrated. 
_ MECHANICAL. 

No. 29. HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR.—ivery boy 
should know how inventions originated. This book explains 1 
all, giving examples in electricity, hydraulics, magnetism, optics, 
pneumatics, mechanics, ete. The most instructive book published. 
_ No. 56. HOW TO BECOME AN ENGINHER.—Containing full 
instructions how to proceed in order to become a locomotive j 
gineer; also directions for building a model locomotive; together 
with a full description of everything an engineer should know. — 
_No. 57. HOW TO MAKE MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.—Full ~ 
directions how to make a Banjo, Violin, Zither, Molian Harp, Xylo- 
phone and other musical instruments; together with a brief de 
scription of nearly every musical instrument used in ancient or 
modern times. Profusely illustrated. By Algernon $. Fitzgerald, 
for twenty years bandmaster of the Royal Bengal Marines. 

No. 59. HOW TO MAKE A MAGIC LANTERN.—Containing 
a description of the lantern, together with its history and invention. 
Also full directions for its use and for painting slides. Handsomely 
illustrated. By John Allen. ‘ 

No. 71. HOW TO DO MECHANICAL sty Mechanical Prick 


ag 


complete instructions for performing over sixty Mechani i 
By A. Anderson. Fully illustrated. 7 car n 
LETTER WRITING. E 

No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS.—A most com- =~ 
plete little book, containing full directions for writing love-lett 
and when to use them, giving specimen letters for young and o 

No, 12. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO LADIES.—Givii 
complete instructions for writing letters to ladies on all sub: 
also letters of introduction, notes and requests. 

No. 24. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO GENTLEM 
Containing full directions for writing to gentlemen on all sub 
also giving sample letters for instruction. 

No. 53. HOW TO WRITE eLETTERS.—A wonderful 
book, telling you how to write to your sweetheart, your fat! of 
peter, egret brochan amperes; and, in fact, everybody and anye — 

y you wish to write to. Every young man and eve: u 
lady in the land should have this book. ae 

No. 74. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS CORRECTLY.—Con- 
taining full instructions for writing letters on almost any subject; 
also rules for punctuation and composition, with specimen 
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No, 31. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKHR.—Containing four 


THE STAGE. è 

No. 41. THE BOYS + teen illustrations, giving the different positions requisite to become 

BOO R ita © tet Patni E ET a Ersa a good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems from 
ost famous end men. No amateùr minstrels is complete without | @!! the popular authors of prose and poetry, arranged ip the most 

wonderful little book. simple and concise manner possible. | 

“No. 42. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP SPHAKER—|, No. 49. HOW TO DEBATH.—Giving rules for conducting de 

mtaining a varied assortment of stump speeches, Negro, Dutch bates, outlines for debates, questions for discussion, and the best 

and Irish. Also end men’s jokes. Just the thing for home amuse- | S°Urces for procuring information on the questions given. 


: met ang Ts BOSS OF NEW YORK MINSTREL GUIDE SOCIETY. ; 
o. 45, THE S y 4 D: = s 5 
AND JOKU BOOK.—Something new and yery instructive. Every ENSE Ow aC EDDAN Sna te iles of Sitaan 
boy should obtain this book, as it contains fúll instructions for or-| So kaohet fam slave, PALADE Sinton cad Dat Ait it cone 
FON Gb MULDOON'S JOKES. This is one of the most original | {2108 a full list of the language ‘and sentiment of flowers, which is 
joke books ever published, and it is brimful of wit and humor. It praca tng £0 everybody, both old and young. You cannot be happy 
M rence Muldoon, the great wit, humorist and practical joker of | „NO. 4 HOW TO DANCE is the title of a new and handsome 
Metahe day. Pvory boy who.can enjoy a good substantial joke should littie book just issued by Frank Tousey. It contains full instruc- 
i Pb iain’ a topy immediately: tions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball-room and at parties, 
No. 79..HOW TO BECOME AN AOTOR—Oontaining com- how to dress, and full directions for calling off in all popular square 


ete instructions how to make up for various characters on the | dances. A 
tage; together with tho duties of the Stage Manager, Prompter,| N°- 5. HOW TO MAKE LOVE.—A complete ‘guide to love, 


ie Artist and Property Man. By a prominent Stage Manager, | Courtship and marriage, giving sensible advice, rules and etiquette 
No. 80. GUS WILLIAMS’ JOKE BOOK.—Containing the lat- aie observed, with many curious and interesting things not gen- 
jokes, anecdot: s i i -ri : o PTA 3 j 
Ei E Apis sand Pore eins PS ter tor renown Ada No. 17. HOW TO DRESS.—Containing full instruction in the 
ed cover containing a half-tone photo of the author. art of dressing and appearing well at home and abroad, giving the 
selections of colors, material, and how to have them made up. 
HOUSEKEEPING. b nied is HOWE Th Viena et ee of Soy 
No. 16. HOW TO KEEP *. WINDOW GARDEN.—Oontaining | toverybody wishes to know how te become beautital, both male and 
ull instructions for constructing a window garden either in town othe Bynes: Bi deel a pe a eee Bocca pan mele and 
‘country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful | and be convinced how to become beautiful. 
rs at home. The most complete book of the kind ever pub- $ 


ned. 
No. 30. HOW TO COOK.—One of the most instructive books 
ooking ever published. It contains recipes for cooking meats, 
i, game, and oysters; also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of 
stry, and a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular 


BIRDS AND ANIMALS. 

No. 7. HOW-TO KEEP BIRDS.—Handsomely illustrated 6nd 
containing full instructions for the management and training of the 
canary, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, etc. 

No. 39. HOW TO RAISH DOGS, PO LTRY, P GEONS AND 
"No, 37. HOW TO KEEP HOUSE.—It contains information for| RABBITS 7 A hay nd instructive book, Handsomely illus- 

erybody, boys, girls, men and women; it will teach you how to| No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS.—Including hinte 
e almost anything around the house, such as parlor ornaments, {on how to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and birds, 
ckets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching birds. | Also how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated, By J. Harrington 


ELECTRICAL. z KAO 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS—A 
46. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY.—A de- valuable book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mounting 


1 
secription of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro magnetism ; r ; A z 

i ether with full instructions for making Electric Toys, Batteries, gay reser ne ney pupal and EGE PNTS.—Giving com- 
pa By George Trebel, A. M, M. D. Containing over fifty il- | plete information as to the manner and method of raising, keeping, 


T Tustrations. taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets; also giving full 
T No. 64, HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES.—Con- instructions for making cages, ete. Pally explained by twenty-eight 
e 


taining full directions for making electrical machines, induction | ; À peace » a 
Teila, dynamos, and many novel toys to be worked by electricity. hee making it the most complete book of the kind ever 
MISCELLANEOUS. 


By R. A. R. Bennett. Fully illustrated, 
_ No. 67. HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.—Containing a é 
No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIÐNTIST.—A useful and ine 
structive book, giving a complete treatise on chemistry; also ex- 


arge collection of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks, 
periments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, and di- 


together with illustrations. By A. Anderson. 
ki ENTERTAINMENT. rections for making fireworks, colored fires, and gas balloons. This 
book cannot be equale 


No. 9. HOW TO BECOME A VENTRILOQUIST.—By Harry qualed. 

‘Kennedy. The secret apn away. Bra a t por readiug Ac bated T9 ME SANDISK comnlete kapt beak for 
is book of instructions, a practical professor (delighting multi- | makin; i Ms of candy, ice-cream, syrups, ess u ete, 
udes every night with his. anderia imitations), can master the}, No. ns HOW TO BECOME AN LOT OR.—Containing full 
rt, and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It is the |information regarding choice of subjects, the use of words and the 
reatest book ever published, and there’s millions (of fun) in it. {manner of preparing and submitting manuscript. Also containing 
No. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY.—A |valuable information as to the neatness, legibility and general com- 
ery valuable little book just published. A complete compendium | position of manuscript, essential to a successful author. By Prince 


f games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, ete., suitable |Hiland, = a 
or parior or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the| ` No. 88. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR.—A won- 
-money than any book published. derful book, containing useful and practical information in the 


i No. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.—A complete and useful little | treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments common to every 


“book, containing the roles and regulations of billiards, bagatelle, family Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general com- 

ackgammon, croqu t, d minoes, etc. plaints. 

No. 36. HOW. O SOLVE CONUNDRUMS.—Containing all| No. 55. HOW-TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.—Con- 

the leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddies, curious catches | taining valuable information regard ng t!.e collecting and arranging 

| witty sayings. of stamps and coins. Handsomely illustrat.d. pees 

"No. 63. HOW TO PLAY CARDS.—A complete and handy little] _ No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.—By Olc King Brady, 
ook, giving the rules and full directions for playing Euchre, Crib- | the world:known detective. In which he lays down some valuable 
bage, Casino, Forty-Five, Rounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker, na sensible Emon for peetuuni, ant also relates some adventures 

1 cti: itch, All Fours. and y other popular games of cards. | and experiences of well-known detectives. 

a G6. HOW TO DO PUZZLES —Containing over three hun: |. No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER.—Contain- 
dred interesting ‘puzzles and aaa eet wath key to same. A ing ee ragarding the: eg any fey to, ware Ate 
A lly illustrated. . Anderson. also how to make otographie i d 
ease book. Fally 1 pepe E Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. De W. 

. Abney. ; 
Nè 13. HOW TO DO IT; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTR.—It! No. 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARY 
is a great life secret, and onc that every young man desires to know | CADE'1.—Containing full explanations how to gain admittance, 
“all about, There’s happiness in it. course of Study, Examinations, Duties, Staff of Officers, Post 
= No. 33. HOW TO BEHAVE.—Containing the rules and etiquette | Guard, Police Regulations, Fire Department, and all a boy should 
of good society and the easiest and most approved methods of ap-| know to be a Cadet. Compiled and written by Lu Senarens, author 


ies, heat: a f “How to Become a Naval Cadet.” 
pearing to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and | of is. HOW TO BEOOME A NAVAL CADET.—Complete in- 


structions of how to gain atfmission to the Annapolis Naval 

DECLAMATION. Academy. Also containing the course of instruction, description 

© No.27. AOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF RECITATIONS. | of grounds and buildings, historical sketch, and everything a boy 

` —Containing the most popular selections in use, comprising Dutch | should know to become an officer in the United States Navy. Com- 

dialect, Freuch dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together | piled and written by Lu Senarens, author of “How to Become © 
with many standard readings. West Point Military Cadet. 


PRICE 10 CENTS- EACH, OR 3 FOR 25 CENTS, 
Address FRANK: TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New Yori. 


me Latest Issues we 
“SECRET SERVICE” ~~ 


Orp AND Youna Kine BRADY, DETECTIVES 


COLORED COVERS. 


441 The Bradys and the Chinese Dwarf; or, The Queue Hunter 


of the Barbary Coast. 
442 The Bradys Among the Handshakers; or, Trapping the 
Confidence Men. 


32 PAGES. 


Price 5 CENTS. 
446 The Bradys and the Gun-Boat Boys; or, Unraveling a 
| Navy Yard Mystery. 
447 The Bradys and “Old Foxy”; or, The Slickest Crook in 
New York. 


443 The Bradys and the Death Trunk; or, The Chicago Se-|448 The Bradys and the Fan Tan Players; or, In the Secret 


cret Seven. 


Dens of Chinatown. 


444 The Bradys and Mr. Magic; or, After the Thumbless | 449 The Bradys and the Three Black Stars; or, The Million 


League. 


Lost in the Meadows. 


445 The Bradys’ Double Trap; or, Working the Night Side of | 450 The Bradys’ Church Vault Mystery; or, Tracking the 


New York. 


Bowery Fakirs. 


“FAME AND FORTUNE WEEKLY” 


CONTAINING STORIES OF 


COLORED COVERS. 
83 A Pot of Money; or, The Legacy of a Lucky Boy. 


84 From Rags to Riches; or, A Lucky Wall Street Messenger. 


85 On His Merits; or, The Smartest Boy Alive. 
86 Trapping the Brokers; or, A Game Wall Street Boy. 
87 A Million in Gold; or, The Treasure of Santa Cruz. 


88 Bound to Make Money; or, From,the West to Wall Street. 


89 The Boy Magnate; or, Making Baseball Pay. 
90 Making Money; or, A Wall Street Messenger’s Luck. 


91 A Harvest of Gold; or, The Buried Treasure of Coral Island. 


92 On the Curb; or, Beating the Wall Street Brokers. 


32 PAGES. 


Boys WHo MAKE MONEY. 


Price 5 CENTS. 
93 A Freak of-Fortune; or, The Boy Who Struck Luck. 

94 The Prince of Wall St.; or, A Big Deal for Big Money. 
95 Starting His Own Business; or, The Boy Who Caught On, 
96 A Corner in Stock; or, The Wall Street Boy Who Won. 
97 First in the Field; or, Doing Business for Himself. 

98 A Broker at Highteen; or, Roy Gilbert’s Wall Street Canes 
99 Only a Dollar; or, From Errand Boy to Owner. 


100 Price & Co., Boy Brokers; or, The Young Traders of woul 


Street. 
101 A Winning Risk; or, The Boy Who Made Good. 


“WIDE AWAKE WEEKLY’ 


CONTAINING Stories oF Boy FIREMEN, 


COLORED COVERS. 


32 PAGES. - 


PRICE 5 CENTS. 


64 Young Wide Awake’s Fire Fight; or, Holding up the Bel- | 69 Young Wide Awake and the Fire Queen; or, At the Mercy 


mont Life Savers. 

65 Young Wide Awake’s Bravest Rescue; -or, 
tim from Death’s Jaws. 

66 Young Wide Awake’s Junior Firemen; or, 
at Their Best. 

67 Young Wide Awake’s Big Reward; or, Caught in a Blaz- 
ing Wreck. 


Skip and Ted 


of a Fiend. 


Snatching a Vic- | 70 Young Wide Awake’s Battle With Neptune No. 2; or, The 


Mean Trick of Rivals. 
71 Young Wide Awake’s Lightning Truck Work; or, Daring 


Death With Ladders. 
72 Young Wide Awake’s Steeple Blaze; or, The Hardest Work 
of All. 


63 Young Wide Awake’s Powder Mill Blaze; or, Breaking | 73 young Wide Awake and the “Fire Flies”; or, Winning a 


Through a Wall of Flame. 


Losing Fight. 
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“WILD WEST WEEKLY 


A Magazine Containing Stories, Sketehes, ete., of Western Life. 


BY AN OLD SCOUT. og 
32 PAGES HANDSOME COLORED COVERS PRICE 5 CENTS. 


All of these exciting stories are founded on facts. Young Wild West is.a hero with whom the author was acquainted. : 
His daring deeds and thrilling adventures have never been surpassed. They form the base of the most dashing stone za 


ever published. Read the following numbers of this most interesting magazine and be convinced: à 
LATEST ISSUES: 227 roing wea West’s Clever Cowboys; or, The Rough Riders of the % 
anch, i 
197 young Age West at Gold Gorge; or, Arietta and the Drop of | 228 Xowag Wua West and Geronimo; or, Arietta and the Apāche 
eath. tack. Sj 


198 Young Wild West and the Gulf Gang; or, Arietta’s Three Shots. | 229 Young Wild West Standing Pat; or, Cheyenne Charlie's Call. 
199 Young Wild West's Treasure Trove; or, The Wonderful Luck of | 230 Young Wild West Hemmed In; or, Arietta’s Last Shot, f 


F 


the Girls. 231 Young Wild West on a Twisted Trail; or, Arietta’s Running 
200 Young Wild West’s Leap in the Dark; or, Arietta and the Under- Fight. : E 
ground Stream. e 232 Young Wild West and the Gila Girl; or, Arietta and the Outiaw | 
201 Young Wild West and the Silver Queen; or, The Fate of tne Queen. ee te 
Mystic Ten. 233 Young Wild West’s Raid in the Rockies; or, Grilling the julch 
202 Young Wild West Striking it Rich; or, Arietta and the Cave of Gang. 
rold. 234 Young Wild West and the Colorado Cowpunchers; or, Arietta and 
203 Young Wild West’s Relay Race; or, The Fight at Fort Feather. the Dead Line. 4 
204 pone Ae Nie and the “Crooked Cowboys” ; or, Arietta and the] 235 Young Wild West and “Slippery Simon” ; or, Trailing an Outlaw H 
attle Stampede. 5 King. - 
205 young wna \est at Sizzling Fork; or, A Hot Time With the | 236 Young Wild West Saving the Soldiers; or, Arietta’s Great Ride. 
‘aim Jumpers. vest’ = n 
206 Young Wild West and “Big Bufalo” ; or, Arietta atthe Stake, 237 E West’s Cowboy Camp; or, The Trail that Leng a 
2 Y: Wild West Raiding t. i s; or, The Vengeance oi e d % 
ca ope ee <a pany ah oe ae: s 238 Young Wild West’s Straight Shot; or, Arietta and the Train ' 
208 Young Wild West’s Royal Flush; or, Arietta and the Gamblers. Wreckers. 
209 Young Wild West and the Prairie Pirates; or, The Fight for the| 289 Young Wild West after the Arapahoes; or, The Outbreak on the 
Box of Gold. Reservation. 
210 Young Wild West Daring Death; or, How the Sorrel Saved Ari-| 240 Young Wild West Beating the Boomers; or, How Arietta Exposed 
etta. a Fraud. = oe 


211 Young Wild West Corraling the Comanches; or, Arietta and the| 241 aor org West and Monte Mack; or, The Girl of Golden 
Silver Tomahawk. ulch, { pei 
212 Young Wild West at Spangle Springs; or, The Toughest Town in| 242 ess wai West and the Silver Seekers; or, Arietta’s | 
ea ce. 


Cow- 


Texas. , 
213 Young Wild West and the Renegade Ranchman; or, Arietta in a] 243 Lounges WA Onte Lively Lasso, and How It Corraled the ; 
rap. nia. WW, : f 
214 Young Wild West’s Gold Dust Drift; or, Losing a Cool Million, a 244 Tomera West at Greaser Gulch; or, Arietta and the M ¢ 
E 7 4 vS: ri ' . 
215 Soe AWA West and the Overland Outlaws; or, Arietta’s Deat 245 Young Wild West and the Cavalry King; or, The Race With a> 
216 Young Wild West and the Ace of Clubs; or, A Human Pack of Rival Rider. ‘ 
Cards. 246 Young Avi West and the Sioux Scalpers; or, How Arietta 
7, 7: 7, 4 i Her Life. 
217 TORRE Wild West at Death Valley; or, Arietta and the Cliff of 247 Young wild West. and the Rival. Seontss on) Tho EAIA A the 
s pot 7, f S i oy Gang. š 
218 Sonni WUT Went and the Bowie Band: or, A Hot Hunt in the 248 Young Wilt West's Box of Bullion; or, Arletta and the diei 
i jild W ; ietta’ ‘obbers. 
219 wae Wild West and the Apache Princess; or, Arietta’s Fierce 249 Young Wild West’s Bareback Beat: or, The Boss Boy of the į 
7 Vest’ i : i usters. 1 
220 Zonak wale West's Bucking Bronchos; or, The Picnic at Panther 250 Young Wild West at Fire Hill; or, How Arietta Saved the Flag 
221 Young Wild West’s Cowboy Charm; or, Arietta and the Border | 251 Young Wild West and the Greaser Giant; or, “Mexican Mike 


Bandits. take. 
222 Young Wild West’s Lucky Lode; or, Making a Thousand Dol-|252 Young Wild West at Skeleton Ranch; or, Arietta and the Deat 
lars a Minute. 253 Young Wild West's Gold Grip: and How He Held the Claim, 
223 Young Wild West and the California Coiners; or, Arietta at Bay, |254 Young Wild West and the Gray Gang; or, Arietta’s Daring De 
224 Young Wild West Raking in Riches; or, Arietta’s Great Pan-Out.|255 Young Wild West at Lonetome Licks; or, The Phantom of Pilg 
225 Young Wild West Marked for Death; or, A Tough Time at Tomb- Pass, ` 
stone. 256 Young Wild West’s Biggest Strike: or, Arietta and the Aba 
226 Young Wild West Trailing a Traitor; or, Arietta’s Triple Danger. Mine. 
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